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FAUSTINA: 

A  Fantasia  of  Autumn  in  the 
Heart  of  Appalachia. 


By  FRANK  COWAN. 


WEDNESDA  F,  September  1st, — 5.30  A.  M. 

A  Misty  Morning. 

In  mirroring  and  meditative  mood, 

I  pass  the  portal  of  my  log-built  lodge 
Hid  in  the  heart  of  Appalachia, 

And  enter  an  environment  of  vapor : 

A  mund  of  mist :  a  world  of  water-dust : 

Unto  the  sense  of  sight  a  carnel  cloud 
As  void  of  form  as  the  unspoken  word 
Of  the  creative  God  of  Holy  Writ. 

The  Heart  of  Appalachia. 

But  howsoever  for  the  nonce  a  blank, — 

This  is  the  heart  of  Appalachia ; 

This  is  the  centre  of  the  wondrous  world 
Of  old  systemic  suns  inurned  in  earth— 

Their  fiery  spirits  in  the  form  of  gas ; 

Their  burning  heartsblood  in  the  form  of  oil ; 

And  their  prepollent  thews  and  brawn  in  coal ; 

To  supplement,  to  millions  of  mankind, 

Their  sightless  orbs  at  night,  their  thick’ning  blood 
In  winter’s  ice,  and  their  evanid  vim 
In  the  incessant  struggle  of  existence. 

The  centre  of  the  wondrous  world,  as  well, 

Of  old  telluric  throes  between  the  strains, 
Divergent  and  forever  varving, 
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Of  revolution  and  rotation,  and 
Of  tetrahedral  concentration,  fixed 
In  mountain  ridges,  giving  shape  unto 
A  continent,  and,  in  their  weather-waste 
For  untold  ages,  widening  its  bounds — 

The  airy,  artist-haunted  Alleghanies. 

As  well,  of  an  infinity  of  forms — 

Fire,  water,  earth  and  air  compounding  in 
Or  plant  or  animal — affording  to 
The  sentient  and  appreciative  soul 
A  surfeit  of  noetic  ecstasies. 

Dandelion  Divination. 

PifF!  puff!  I  try  to  blow  the  fog  away; 

As,  when  a  child,  divining,  I  have  held 
Before  my  eyes  a  dandelion’s  globe 
Of  winged  seeds,  and  blown  against  it ;  till, 
Exhausted,  lo !  in  the  persistent  seeds, 

Or  odd  or  even  in  my  careful  count, 

I  found  forthwith  the  fingering  of  Fate! 

But  all  in  vain.  Within  the  mystic  mist, 
Unseen,  unheard,  unfelt,  the  evil  half 
And  good  of  all  created  things  repose, 

Like  Cain  and  Abel  interlocked  in  sleep. 

Fact  and  Fancy. 

Anon,  the  veil  of  vapor  vanishing, 

And  to  the  right  and  left  the  trees  and  shrubs 
Appearing  as  amorphous  shadows  and 
Assuming,  as  I  list,  fantastic  .shapes, — 

I  wander  half  within  the  world  of  fact 
And  half  within  the  world  of  fantasy ; 

As  I  have  walked  at  eve  between  the  files 
Of  shade-enveloped  sculptured  saints  and  soldiers 
Upon  the  mediaeval  bridge  of  Prague ; 

As  I  have  walked  at  noon  between  the  files 
Of  monstrous  images  of  Chinese  art 
Arranged  along  the  avenue  that  leads 
To  the  grand  mausolea  of  the  Mings ; 

As  I  have  walked  for  years  between  the  files 
Of  living  men  and  women  and  the  dead ! 

A  Fungus  Sp. 

Close  by  a  huge,  half-buried,  soggy  log, 

A  paddock-stool  uprears  its  convex  crown ; 

As  white  and  smooth  and  eesome  in  its  shape 
As  if  it  were  the  all-involving  fog 
Transformed  into  Alaskan  ivory 


3 


And  fashioned  featly  on  a  turner’s  lathe : 

A  form  so  fair  it  worthily  might  serve 
To  seat  the  fairy-queen,  Titania, 

Surrounded  by  the  critics  of  her  court. 

The  Corpse-Plant. 

Hard  by  a  corpse-plant  rears  its  pallid  form 
And  bows  its  ghostly  bloom  unto  the  mould 
Of  death  from  which  it  sprang :  pervading  it, 

A  pinkish-purple  tint,  as  if  it  were 

The  blood  of  life  still  warm  within  the  veins. 

Beholding  it,  upheld  in  my  right  hand, 

I  gaze  into  a  face  in  fantasy 
That  when  it  shall  be  my  unhappy  fate 
To  gaze  into  in  fact,  then  shall  the  sun 
Have  ceased  to  shine,  and  all  the  world 
Become  opaque,  impenetrable  gloom — 

A  lampless,  adamantine  Erebus  ! 

The  Elm. 

The  fog  condensing  into  water-drops 
Upon  its  bending  boughs  and  scabrous  leaves, 
An  overarching  and  wide-spreading  elm 
Drips  heavily :  as  if  it  wept :  as  if 
It  were  a  veiled  and  woe-wrung  Glumdalclitcli. 

The  Slxjg. 

With  lengthening  uligineity, 

And  tentacles  protruding  timidly, 

A  slow-paced  slug  approaches  my  right  hand 
Palm-pressed  against  a  rotten  tree-trunk — Ugh  ! 
Before  it  touches  me,  I  feel  a  chill 
Anticipative  in  my  blood  and  bones ; 

As  if  1  felt  in  fact,  from  out  a  shroud, 

The  outstretched  clammy  finger  of  Decay  ! 

The  Diadem  Spider. 

Laden  with  dainty  vapor  vesicles, 

The  wheel-web  of  the  garden-cob  presents 
A  marvelous  appearance  to  the  eye : 

A  labyrinth  of  beaded  lines  in  loops ; 

Like  necklaces  of  tiny  pearls  displayed 
By  a  designing  and  unsightly  oof, 

To  tempt  a  fairy  to  become  bis  bride. 

The  Hammer-Headed  Sdcker. 

Close  to  the  sedgy  shore,  among  the  stones 
O’ergrown  with  dainty  algic  water-worts, 

And  pasturing  a  herd  of  water-snails, 

A  spotted  hammer-headed  sucker  feeds 
Upon  the  latter — possibly  the  twain. 
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A  strangely  fashioned  fish  and  habited — 

One  of  the  score  or  more  peculiar  to 
The  water-ways  of  North  America ; 

And  fascinating  with  the  pow’r  possest 
By  the  exclusive  few  the  wide  world  over. 

The  Toad. 

Beneath  a  broad  tomentous  mullein  leaf, 

A  warty,  wide-jawed,  low-browed  paddock  squats  : 
As  motionless  as  if  ensculped  in  stone  ; 

Until  a  hapless  moth,  with  folded  wings, 

In  search  of  shelter  from  the  light  and  mist, 

Turns  at  the  leaf’s  tip  from  above  beneath  ; 

When,  quick  as  thought !  the  reptile’s  viscid  tongue 
Darts  out  and  back  ;  its  jaws  snap  audibly  ; 

Its  eyelids  close  and  ope  in  wily  winks; 

Its  paunch  vibrates  as  with  a  flutt’ring  wing ; 

And  all  is  motionless  as  stone  again. 

The  Geackle  and  the  Swamp  Blackbird. 

Within  an  isolated  scroggv  copse, 

A  myriad  of  intermingling  crow 

And  red-winged  blackbirds  chatter,  call,  and  scold, 

As  they  arrange  the  infinite  details 

Of  their  excursions  for  the  op’ning  day 

To  points  mayhap  full  forty  miles  apart : 

The  rhythmic  rise  and  falling  of  their  din 
Assimilating  the  Pacific’s  surge 
Among  Hawaiia’s  ragged  lava-crags. 

The  Opossum. 

Upon  the  rider  of  a  rude  rail  fence 
Zigzagging  through  the  intermontane  wilds, 

A  foggv-furred  opossum,  homeward  bound, 

Stops,  ’mid  the  purple  branches  of  a  poke, 

And,  eating  of  its  inky  fruit,  imparts 
A  purple  tinting  to  its  jaws  and  paws. 

Of  all  the  mammals  of  America 
The  patriarch :  a  ling’ring  living  link 
Connecting  us  in  time  and  space  with  such 
Long  vanished  worlds  of  which  remains 
No  vestige  save  the  eerie,  eldritch  isle, 

Dissevered  in  the  south,  Australia. 

The  Country  Doctor. 

With  downcast  nodding  head  and  flaccid  limbs, 
Upon  a  reeking  night-bejaded  horse, 

Determining  at  will  its  pace  and  path, 

The  good  old  doctor  of  the  mountain  vale, 

Muffled  in  mist,  appears  and  disappears — 
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An  apparition  so  significant 
1  hold  my  breath  in  life-forgetful  awe  ..... 
Until  I  find  a  physical  relief 
In  an  evolving  vision  of  the  past : 

When  in  the  far-away  Forbidden  Land, 
Concealed  in  a  rank  undergrowth,  I  saw, 

So  come  and  go,  involved  in  mystery, 

A  white-robed  nobleman  astride  a  cow  ! 

Faustina. 

Returning  to  my  curtained  chamber,  lo  ! 
Within  a  maze  of  fog-white  linen  folds, 

Faustina,  waking  from  a  dream  of  bliss 
To  its  fulfillment,  opes  her  eyes  in  mine, 

And  on  my  lowered  lips,  imprints  a  kiss ; 

The  while,  with  ever-mindful  tender  care, 

She  shields  her  sleeping  babe  upon  her  breast 
From  the  chill  contact  of  my  mist-moist  clothes. 
O  world  to  man  within  a  wife  and  child ! 
Complete  and  perfect !  earth  emparadised  ! 

The  consummation  of  the  wondrous  scheme 
Of  our  existence,  individual 
And  aggregate :  as  evanescent  links 
Of  an  eterne  and  universal  chain ! 

Unto  the  symbols  of  my  simple  faith, 

The  Mother  with  the  Boy-babe  in  her  arms. 
Suspended  on  the  wall,  I  turn  and  kneel, 

In  worshipful— in  wise  and  holy  prayer. 


MONDA  Y,  September  6th, — 6.00  A.  M. 

Clear  and  Bright. 

Cleansed  by  the  past  night’s  show’rs,  the  atmos¬ 
phere 

Is  crystalline  in  its  transparency. 

Above  the  flitting  flakes  of  seeming  pearl 
That  follow  in  the  vanished  rain-rack’s  wake, 

The  sky  is  an  infinity  of  sapphire. 

And  while,  entranced,  I  stand  and  stare,  until 
The  world  without  becomes  the  world  within, — 

I  stand  again  afar  on  Lucy’s  Isle, 

Within  the  steam-clouds  of  Te  Tarata, 

And  stare  into  the  waters  of  the  well — 

The  wondrous  waters  of  the  wondrous  well 
No  man  shall  ever  gaze  into  again — 
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The  terrace-forming  geyser  of  New  Zealand  ! 

0  woe  unto  the  world  forevermore ! 

That  such  a  vision  of  enchantment— such 
A  work  of  all  the  elements  combined 
For  centuries  to  form  a  perfect  thing, 

Presto  !  should  metamorphose  into  mud  ! 

But  such  the  fate  inevitable  to 

The  fairest  forms  of  earth — of  love  and  life! 

Perfection  is  a  finite  point  in  space : 

An  instant’s  pause  in  time :  and  there  an  end. 

Mountains  Afar  Anear. 

The  crestlines  of  the  mountains  in  the  east, 

So  far  away  and  faint  but  yestereve, 

Now  near  and  sharply  cut:  like  memories 
Of  a  long  dead  and  buried  past,  recalled 
Upon  the  quiv’ring  brink-edge  of  destruction. 

The  Partridge-berry. 

Within  a  wood,  among  the  matted  moss 
That  mantles  o’er  a  gently  swelling  mound — 
Mayhap  the  rude  cairn  of  a  Redskin  brave — 

A  partridge-berry  twines  its  slender  stems, 
Outspreads  its  leathery  leaves,  and,  side  by  side, 
Displays  its  summer  flow’rs  and  winter  fruit— 
Fair,  crimson-tippet,  fragrant,  clove-shaped  flow’rs, 
And  berries  red  and  round  as  coral  beads. 

A  study  for  an  artist :  be  it  as 

It  may  be  the  material  with  which 

He  gives  expression  to  his  facts  and  fancies, 

Silk,  velvet,  marble,  paint,  wool,  jewels,  words. 

The  Cucumber  Magnolia. 

Among  a  maze  of  water-jeweled  plants 
Commingling  in  a  dense  and  dark  ravine, 

A  wonder  of  the  wildwood  meets  my  eye — 

The  foliage  of  a  young  cucumber ! 

Compounding — aye,  as  if  it  stood  midway 
Between  the  earth’s  equator  and  the  poles — 
Compounding  the  most  gorgeous  of  the  greens 
Of  the  mid-tropic  hotbed  forest  and 
The  rarest  purples  of  the  polar  skies  ! 

To  represent  in  rhyme  aright  the  leaves 
Of  this  magnificent  magnolia, 

Were  to  indite  the  holiest  of  hymns  ! 

The  Archippus  Crysalid. 

Suspended  to  the  mould-white  midrib  of 
A  horizontal,  brown-stained  silkweed  leaf, 

The  gem-like  crysalid  of  an  Archippus  hangs, 


7 


A  marvel  of  incarnate  mimicry : 

A  pendant  pupa  of  so  pale  a  green, 

It  blends  with  every  darker  shade  around ; 

And  dotted  with  the  brightest  gold  and  jet, 

To  blend  as  well  with  every  brown  and  gray ; 

And  render  it  in  its  environment, 

An  indistinguishable  unity ! 

But  howsoe’er  it  be  a  marvel  as 
A  mime,  it  is  a  greater  as  a  mummy  ! 

Cut  it  in  twain — a  greenish  fluid  flows ; 

And  yet  within  this  liquid  in  its  cask 
There  is  involved  that  which  to-morrow  may 
Emerge  a  perfect  painted  butterfly— 

A  typic  tawny-orange  unit  of 

The  species  which  has  overflown  the  globe, 

The  Bonaparte  of  Butterflies,  Archippus  ! — 

But  one  alone  of  the  infinity 
Of  painted  feather-scales  upon  its  wings, 

In  its  totality,  the  mind  of  man 
Cannot  encompass  nor  his  words  express ! 

The  Horny-Headed  Dace. 

Poised  in  the  limpid  waters  of  a  brook 
Meand’ring  through  an  intermontane  mead, 

A  fish,  reflecting  from  its  silvery  sides 
The  brilliant  sky  above,  attracts  my  eye — 

A  gray-backed,  red-finned,  horny-headed  dace  ! 

The  first  of  fish,  along  a  pin-hooked  line 
To  send  a  thrill  ecstatic  to  my  heart; 

Uprising,  to  my  hand  a  trembling  weight ; 

And  to  my  eye  a  speech-confounding  wonder  ! — 

I  thank  thee,  friend — thou  ever-staring  fish — 

Thou  fellow-mirrorer  of  heaven’s  light — 

For  the  enchantment,  in  the  instant  of 
My  boyhood  lived  again,  thou  givest  me ; 

And  the  encouragement,  in  that,  like  thee, 
Someday,  somewhere,  to  some  one  I  may  be 
Tire  open-sesame  unto  a  cave, 

As  righ  in  recollections  of  delight, 

As  Ali  Baba’s  of  rare  gems  and  gold  ! 

The  Blood-’an-’oun’s. 

Squat  on  the  margin  of  a  rush-speared  pond, 
O’erflit  by  faint  and  filmy  water-wraiths, 

A  bull-frog  sits :  its  bellowing  bass  voice 
Of  spring  and  summer  mute :  its  various  hues 
Compounding  wondrously  the  greens  and  grays, 
The  buffs  and  browns,  and  mud  and  water  sheens, 
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Of  its  environment — sits,  seemingly, 

Contemplating  the  vanities  of  life 
Symbolic  in  the  fog-films  in  its  sight. 

Ha  !  blood-’an-’oun’s  !  the  type  of  a  buffoon 
To  millions  of  mankind,  thou  readiest  here 
The  acme  of  thy  mimes  and  mockeries, 

In  simulating,  in  my  fantasy, 

A  Chinese  effigy  in  age-greened  bronze 
Of  the  serene,  sublime,  begodded  Buddha ! 

The  Ruby-throated  Humming-Bird. 

Among  the  fulvid-fire  corolla-tubes 
Of  a  grand  trumpet-creeper,  clambering 
In  wild  luxuriance  around  the  frame 
Of  a  great  gate-way,  made  of  unhewn  logs, 

A  ruby-throated  humming-bird  displays 

Its  wondrous  pow’rs  of  flight  and  splendid  hues, 

In  mockery  of  accurate  description  ! 

The  complex  movements  of  its  wings — beyond 
The  sense  of  sight  to  note — now  hotting  it 
A  fixed  point  in  the  insubstantial  air, 

E’en  as  a  fish  poised  in  a  sparkling  flood ; 

Now  whirling  it  through  all  the  curves  and  crooks 
And  eccentricities  conceived  by  sane 
Or  crazed  geometer ;  now  darting  it 
Into  a  sight-confounding  non-existence — 

A  feathered  momentary  lightning  flash  ! 

The  colors  of  its  plumage  and  its  sheens 
Combining  ruby,  emerald  and  pearl — 
Compounding  claret,  Paris-green  and  ice — 
Confounding  silver,  malachite  and  fire, 

In  a  bewfildering  display  of  beauty ! — 

The  bird,  in  fine,  an  incarnation  of 
A  broken  rainbow  and  a  lightning-flash  ! 

The  Gray  Squirrel. 

Adown  an  oak,  headforemost,  fearlessly, 

With  long  sharp  toe-nails  hooking  fore  and  aft, 

An  old  grey-squirrel — graceful®  of  all 
The  mammals  of  America — descends  ; 

Till,  touching  with  his  fore-foot  the  wet  grass 
About  the  buttressed  bole-base  of  the  tree, 

He  lifts  them  daintily — distastefully — 

Strikes  them  in  turn  through  his  long  whiskers — 
shakes 

His  head — and,  rising  on  his  haunches,  flips 
His  plume-like,  flexible  and  flowing  tail, 

In  the  expression  of  his  water-walnble  ! — 
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What  grace  and  beauty  in  the  furred  fop’s  tail ! 

I  never  see  it  but  I  see  in  it 

The  artist’s  curve  of  beauty  carnified ! 

And  what  suggestions  to  my  fancy  !  from 
The  waving  plume  at  Ivry  of  Navarre, 

To  a  fair  lissome  lass  that  came  and  went, 

And  with  her  Paradise,  to  me  a  youth ! 

The  Cow-Boy  and  the  Box-Tortoise. 

Along  a  lane,  behind  his  rain-combed  charge 
Of  widely  walking,  udder-swaying  kine, — 
Whistling  in  joy,  albeit  out  of  tune, 

A  cow-boy  comes :  above  his  brier-scratched 
Bare  feet  and  shins,  his  blue-jean  pantaloons 
Wet  to  the  crutch  and  greenish-yellow  stained 
With  ragweed  pollen :  both  his  pockets  filled 
With  fragrant,  gold-and-bronze-hued,  mellow-ripe 
May-apples :  and,  within  his  wide-spread  hand, 

The  richest  treasure-trove  of  all  his  life — 

A  jasper-irised,  jet-and-gold-encased 
Land-tortoise,  with,  within  the  tablet  of 
Its  plastrum,  cut  by  a  facetious  wag, 

The  world-involving  blazon,  ADAM,  A.  M.,  1  ! 
Beholding  which,  I  mentally  review 
The  incidents  connected  with  a  freak 
Of  my  vagarious  and  wayward  youth — 

The  Runic  Hoax  of  the  Potomac  Falls — 

From  its  conception  to  its  consummation 

And  culmination  in  significance 

In  the  beguilement  of  the  sage  of  Gaul ! — 

But  happy,  happy  boy  !  go  on  thy  way 
Rejoicing — whistling  for  the  want  of  words 
To  give  thy  heart-o’erflowings  utterance ! 

There  is  a  truth  within  thy  treasure-trove, 

Which,  when  thou  shalt  have  learned  it,  will  re¬ 
ward 

Thee  richly  for  the  shock  awaiting  thee, 

When  thou,  the  centre  of  the  circle  of 
Thy  family,  shall  point  thy  finger  to 
The  name  of  Adam  on  the  reptile’s  shell, 

And  one  and  all  shall  laugh  and  call  thee  fool ! 
That  which  is  one  man’s  all  in  all — his  honor — 
His  wealth  or  fame — his  life — aye,  e’en  his  God — 
Is  to  another  somewhere  on  the  earth— 

Perhaps  his  next-door  neighbor,  sire  or  son — 

B 
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An  empty  breath  !  a  mockery  !  a  jest ! 

A  thing  of  no  more  worth  and  value  than 
Thy  tortoise  with  the  autograph  of  Adam ! 

Faustina. 

Awaiting  my  return,  upon  the  porch, 

Full  in  the  splendor  of  the  rising  sun, — 

Above  her  head,  in  intertangling  loops, 

A  grape-vine  freighted  with  dark  purple  fruit ; 
Upon  her  right,  ablaze  with  floral  flame, 

A  clamh’ring  clematis ;  upon  her  left, 

Upon  a  peach-bough  bending  with  their  weight, 

A  paradise  of  chubby  cherub-cheeks — 

As  fair  and  round  as  ever  Raphael  feigned 
To  supplement  the  Mother  and  Her  Child ! — 
Faustina  stands,  a  glorious  spectacle  ! 

Her  hair,  the  golden  gleaming  of  the  sun ; 

Her  eyes,  the  zenith  of  the  sapphire  sky ; 

Her  lips,  what  rubies,  and  her  teeth,  what  pearls, 
Will  equal  them  in  dainty  hue  and  lustre! 

But  why  the  attitude  of  weariness  ? 

The  look  of  lassitude  ?  the  air  of  languor  ? 

Her  shoulders  pressed  against  an  upright  post — 
And  thereby  her  curved  pose  revealed  the  more ; 
The  muscles  of  her  face  and  frame  relaxed : 

Her  long-curved  lashes  low  ;  her  lips  apart ; 

Her  chin  down-drawn  ;  her  cheeks  without  a  smile  ; 
Within  her  right  hand,  half-oped  at  her  side, 

A  weight-hung  branch  of  coral-fruited  haw ; 

Her  left,  at  rest  upon  the  back-bar  of 
Her  baby’s  basket-carriage  ;  and  within 
Its  curtained  confines,  peep !  a  world  of  smiles 
Concentred  and  incorporate,  her  babe ! 

But  why  dissevered  from  her?  God  forbid 
His  weight  the  sign  and  symbol  of  her  weakness ! 


SA  TURD  A  Y,  September  11th, — 6.30  A.  M. 

A  Fleecy  Sky. 

The  sky  is  flecked  with  an  infinity 
Of  milk-white,  opalescent,  fleecy  cloudlets ; 

As  I  have  seen  at  dawn  the  harbor  of 

Havana  dotted  with  a  myriad 

Of  pearl-white,  paddock-stool-shaped  jelly-fish. 


11 

An  Autumn  View. 

Viewed  from  the  vantage-point  of  a  high  hill, 
The  fresh-ploughed  fields  for  winter  wheat  and  rye, 
And  the  contrasting  pasture-lands  and  meads, 
Convert  the  well-tilled  vale — in  fantasy — 

Into  a  vast  chess-board  in  gray  and  green  ; 

And  lo !  forthwith,  a  village  spire  afar, 

A  dusky-red  bank-barn,  a  wayside  school, 

And  other  isolated  shapes  become 

Or  king,  queen,  bishop,  castle,  knight,  or  pawn. 

A  Fungus  Sp. 

Within  a  wood  of  mingled  oak  and  beech, 
Upspringing  from  the  leaf-mould  of  a  cup, 

Formed  by  a  half-unearthed,  moss-mantled  root, 

A  crowded  cluster  of  umbrella-shaped, 

Bright  orange-colored  mushrooms  fills  my  eyes 
With  wonder  and  my  brain  with  fantasies : 

From  nests  filled  with  the  golden  goose-eggs  of 
Old  flEsop,  to  rare  winter  mornings  spent 
Again  in  Jaffa’s  golden  orange-groves! 

The  Jewel-Weed. 

Rank,  in  a  densely  shaded  dark  ravine, 

Uprising  from  a  black-brown  ooze,  upon 
The  margin  of  a  woodcock-haunted  rill, 

The  jewel-weed  displays  its  special  wonders: 

In  stem  of  seemingly  in  wooded  water; 

In  leaves  afloat  with  water-globules  in 

The  sheenful  semblance  of  quicksilver  spheres ; 

And  in  fantastic  flowers,  rivaling 
In  form  the  orchid  marvels  of  Brazil, 

And  in  the  richest  of  red  orange  hues, 

The  trophywort  throat-paintings  of  Peru  ! 

The  Gum  and  Sumac. 

Along  a  “lean-and-overlap”-styled  fence, 
Leap-frogging  from  a  boggy  flat  across 
A  sun-burnt  barren  hill,  or  here  or  there, 

A  tulepo — sour  gum  or  pepperidge — 

And  fringe  of  sumac,  in  their  leaves,  display 
A  faint  fore-glowing  of  the  gorgeous  hues 
To  come  with  the  on-coming  of  mid-autumn : 

The  first  red  flag  of  autumn’s  anarchy  ! 

A  flash  of  the  enfoliated  flame 

Soon  to  envelop  Appalachia 

In  all  the  glare  and  gaudy  splendors  of 
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A  Moscow-simulating  conflagration ! 

The  Honey-Bee. 

Their  sole  or  sev’ral  services  required 
No  longer  by  the  apian  commonwealth, 

The  drones  are  driven  mercilessly  from 
The  winter’s  shelter  and  the  winter’s  store 
By  the  perverted  and  dwarfed  virgins  of 
The  veritable  Amazonian  realm  : 

Their  wombs  transmuted  into  venom  sacks, 

And  their  egg-placers  into  barbed-tube  stings, 

As  fell  as  the  curari-poisoned  darts 
Breath-blown  by  the  brown  bravos  of  Brazil. 

The  Blue-black  Salamander. 

While  climbing  up  a  steep  wood-shaded  hill, 
And  haply  overturning  a  loose  stone, 

A  blue-black,  white-specked  salamander  (  one 
Of  many  species  found  within  the  folds 
Of  Appalachia,  or  scarlet,  brown, 

Or  gray,  or  yellow,  blue-black,  salmon-pink, — 
Ringed,  streaked  and  striped,  or  speckled,  )  meets 
my  eye. 

In  looks,  an  alligator !  crocodile ! 

But  on  a  scale  so  insignificant, 

And  with  such  feeble  pow’rs  possessed,  no  more 
Than  a  suggestion  of  a  crocodile 
Incorporate  :  a  Lilliput  of  Lizards  ! 

Especially  when  put  in  contrast  with 
The  Brobdingnaggian  atlantosaur, 

The  nine-foot-femured  wonder  of  the  West! — 

Poor,  fellow-worm  !  writhing  in  fear  and  dread  ! 
Thy  mute  appeal  to  me  is  not  in  vain ! 

For  I  have  followed  in  the  field  where  Burns 
O’erwhelmed  the  daisy  and  unhoused  the  mouse 
With  his  fell  coulter  and  God-given  heart ; 

And  I  have  wandered  through  the  crowded  wards 
Of  Bombay’s  hospital  for  living  things, 

From  man  and  monkey  down  to  midge  and  mite ; 
Till  I  have  learned  to  look  on  life  as  a 
Vast  vital  web  wove  by  One  Holy  Hand, 

And  thou  and  I  but  patches  of  the  same, 

Of  various  dimensions,  forms,  and  purposes, 

Cut  by  the  shapeful  shears  of  circumstance. 

Go,  get  thee  back  in  peace,  into  thy  home 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  the  stone  replaced. 
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The  Wild  Pigeon 

With  wondrous  speed  and  weird  effect,  within 
The  mazy  labyrinth  of  leaf  and  limb 
Of  the  primeval  wood,  a  darting  dove— 

Its  pow’rs  of  flight  and  sight  in  rare  accord— 
Appears  and  disappears  ;  to  re-appear, 

An  infant  later  in  my  fantasy, 

A  flash  of  the  blue-deviled  flame  of  a 
Soul-mortgaged  sorcerer  of  the  Dark  Ages  !— 
Withal,  a  beauteous  bird,  this  passenger, 

Or  migratory  pigeon :  blue — slate-blue— 

Above,  with  tawny  tints  and  violet 
Beneath,  and  a  metallic  gloss  or  sheen 
Of  golden  violet  about  the  neck. 

And  interesting  from  more  points  than  one : 

A  relic  and  reminder  of  the  past; 

A  sole  survivor  of  the  billions  of 
Its  species,  which,  a  century  ago, 

Darkened  the  autumn  sky  from  dawn  to  dusk, 
And,  with  their  aggregated  weight  at  night, 
Crushed  to  the  ground  the  giants  of  the  wood  ! 
Among  the  birds  of  Appalachia, 

The  correspondent  of  the  bison  and 
Its  copper-colored,  chert-armed  follower, 

Among  the  mammals  of  America. 

The  Yellow  Porcupine. 

Ascending  clumsily  a  linden  limb, 

A  porcupine,  affrighted  at  the  snap 
Of  a  decaying  branch  beneath  my  tread, 

Stays  in  its  course,  and  timidly  looks  down 
To  ascertain  the  cause.  Good  morrow,  beast ! 
Thou,  beaver,  bear,  and  honey-locust  bole 
Compounded,  and  with  jaundice-yellow  tinct ! 
Thou  counterfeit  presentment  in  my  sight 
Of  eldritch  Australasia’s  kurboroo, 

Combining  sloth  and  bear  and  bugaboo ! 

Let  not  my  coming  spoil  thy  appetite 

For  thy  bark  breakfast.  Gnaw  away.  Farewell. 

The  Plough-Boy  and  the  Yellow-Jackets. 

Within  a  field  fresh  furrowed  by  the  plough, 

The  harrow  of  a  gawky  goose-help  strikes 

The  side  of  an  old  rotten  stump.  Forthwith 

A  horde  of  yellow-jackets  issue  and 

Attack  the  horses  and  the  boy.  The  staid 

Old  brood-mare  in  the  lead  shakes  mane  and  tail ; 
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The  skittish  colt,  however,  at  her  side, 

Plunges  and  rears ;  till  snap !  the  hamestrings 
breaking, 

He  issues  from  his  gears ;  and  still  attached 
To  the  old  brood-mare  by  the  jockey-stick, 

Circles  around  her  head ;  till  snap !  again, 

The  stick-chain  parting  at  his  bridle-bit,  • 

The  liberated  beast,  in  wild  affright, 

Leaving  a  length’ning  dust-cloucl  in  his  rear, 

Flees  fast  and  furious  upon  the  heels 
Of  a  precursor  in  most  doleful  plight — - 
A  hatless,  breathless,  eye-stung,  stagg’ring  boy  ! 
The  while,  the  farmer  on  the  fence  afar, 

Alternates  ’twixt  a  boy-directed  threat 
Of  throttling,  and  a  colt-directed  whoa ! 

Of  most  affecting  suavity.  The  while, 

Moreover,  I  immoderately  laugh. 

Faustina. 

But  mirth  is  changed  to  melancholy,  when 
I  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  Faustina’s  face; 

And  see  in  it  a  dusky  flush,  and,  in 

Her  veins,  a  darker  blue  than  ever  I 

Have  seen  before — in  anv’s,  save  the  doomed ! 

Nay ;  do  not  rise,  love,  from  thy  cosy  chair ; 
Better  becomes  it  me  to  bend  to  kiss. 

Oh,  that  my  heart  of  lead  should  e’er  have  been 
Of  cork  or  sea-foam  scarce  a  moment  since ! 


TH  CHS  DA  Y,  September  16th, — 7.00  A.  M. 

A  Golden  Morning. 

A  golden  morning  of  ecstatic  influx  ! 
Intercalated  in  the  glitter  and 
The  glamour  of  the  gloaming  of  the  year! 

Contrasted  with  the  eve  of  yesterday, 

A  golden  pheasant  of  Cathay  flushed  from 
The  crater  of  Hawaiia’s  Halemaumau  ! 

The  Storm  of  Tester  Eve. 

Then,  from  the  north-west,  came  the  frightful 
storm  : 

Up,  from  the  eerie  milk-blue  weather-gleam, 
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To  the  pearl  zenith  veiled  with  gauze-like  clouds, 
A  ragged  arc  of  smoke-white  scudding  rack  ; 
Beneath  this  rack-arc,  a  dense  blue-black  mass ; 
And  under  this,  a  wall  of  leaden  gray, 

With  pinkish  lightning-glimmerings  illumed. 

Until,  the  blue-black  mass  come  overhead, 

Behold  !  a  chaos  of  commingling  clouds  ! 

While,  in  the  fitful  williewaws,  the  birds, 
Bewildered,  overwhelmed,  fall  to  the  ground ; 

And,  in  the  ghastly  light  betwixt  the  clouds 
And  earth, — like  that  of  a  noon  sun’s  eclipse, — - 
The  trees,  in  their  upturning  leaves,  present 
A  weird  infinity  of  pallid  faces, 

And,  with  their  branches  wildly  tossed,  become 
A  myriad  of  writhing  maniacs  ! 

This  period  of  frenzy  passed  ere  long, 

With  nearer  and  more  vivid  lightning-strokes, 

And  louder  and  more  startling  thunder-claps, 

The  solid  mass  of  leaden  gray  succeeds 
The  chaos  of  commingling  clouds  o’erhead ; 

And  cloud-burst  water-sheets,  like  stalking  ghosts 
Across  a  dim-lit  stage,  the  williewaws  ; 

And  after  these,  the  wreckage  ever  in 

The  wake  of  wind  and  wave  in  •wrath  combined ! 

After  the  Storm. 

Now,  head  of  holy  saint,  surrounded  with 
The  gilded  halo  of  the  limner’s  art, 

Ne’er  shone  with  more  effulgent  gleams  of  glory 
And  symbolized  serener  world  of  bliss  ! 

The  Golden-Sod. 

Producing  this  enrapturing  effect — 

Converting  Appalachia  into 
An  El  Dorado  in  the  sight  and  an 
Elysium  in  the  delighted  soul, — 

Next  to  the  golden  sun,  pre-eminent 
Among  the  many  factors  of  the  earth, 

The  golden-rod  uplifts  its  floral  plume 
In  the  perfection  of  its  golden  splendor : 

The  queen  of  autumn’s  gold-empetaled  flowers ! 

Gold  !  gold  !  gold  !  in  wood  and  wold  ! 

On  sun-lit  hill !  in  leaf-umbrellaed  vale  ! 

Anear,  afar,  above,  around,  about ! 

Until  I  see  but  gold  in  fact  and  fancy ! 
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Here,  in  a  mead  thickset  with  golden-rod, 

The  famed  Field  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold :  the  kings 
Of  Gaul  and  Britain,  and  their  retinues, 

Yieing  for  the  supremacy,  not  with 
The  clash  of  earth-encarnadining  arms, 

But  in  the  gleam  and  glitter  of  their  garbs, 

With  gold  embroidered  and  with  gold  bedight ! 
This  graceful  clump,  the  courtly  Frank  of  France; 
That  gorgeous  mass,  the  portly  Hal  of  England. 

There,  in  an  isolated  ragged  thorn 
Surrounded  with  a  maze  of  golden-rod, 

King  Midas,  famishing  for  want  of  food, 

And  crazed  for  lack  of  drink,  aghast  at  the 
Unseen  resultants  of  the  Wine-god’s  gift ! 

The  world  of  worts  around  him,  at  his  touch, 
Transmuted  into  gleaming  solid  gold. 

Here,  in  a  daintily -spangled  airy  spray, 

The  Pleiades  of  heav’n  enflowered  on  earth  ; 

There,  in  a  shapely  curving  compact  mass, 

The  golden  leg  of  Hood’s  Miss  Kilmansegg — 

In  the  disguise  of  chaste  Diana,  with 
A  golden  spear  and  belt  and  quiver — when, 
Revealed  by  the  uptucking  of  her  tunic, 

It  filled  with  wonder  the  assembled  mob 
Of  gilded  gazers  at  her  glittering  ball ! 

Here,  an  infinity  of  rockets  fixed, 

In  the  most  graceful  of  the  long-sweep  curves 
Of  their  o’erarching  scintillating  flight — 

Or  a  concurrence  of  cometic  strays, 

From  all  the  airts  of  interstellar  space; 

There,  flocks  of  silent  browsing  Colchian  sheep. 

Here,  there,  enough  of  golden  things  and 
thoughts, 

Concentred  and  expressed  in  floral  guise, 

To  fashion  in  the  musing  mind  anew 
The  bliss  and  beauty  of  the  Golden  Age 
Of  the  cosmogony  of  Hesiod. 

The  Hickory.  Butternut,  and  Tulip  Trees. 

Viewed  from  a  mountain  crag,  the  hickories, 

The  butternut  and  tulip-trees  of  the 
Far  stretching  forest  in  the  vale  beneath, 

Glow  in  the  gorgeous  color  of  the  day, 

Conspicuous  in  the  expanse  of  green ; 
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And  simulate — as  1  have  seen  them  from 

The  Sparrow  Hills — the  Kremlin’s  golden  domes 

Above  the  bright  green-painted  roofs  of  Moscow. 

Crickets. 

Unseen,  within  a  wilderness  of  weeds, 

A  myriad  of  crickets  click  and  creak  ; 

Suggesting,  in  connexion  with  the  bloom 
Of  primrose,  dandelion,  buttercup, 

Sun-flower,  toad-flax,  mustard,  touch-me-not, 

And  golden-rod,  with  which  they  are  surrounded, 
As  many  ticking  clocks  and  watches  in 
A  goldsmith’s  gilded  gold-displaying  shop. 

The  Sunfish. 

Close  by  the  marge  of  a  pelucid  pool, 

Half  in  the  shadow  of  a  spatter-dock, 

Half  in  the  shimmer  of  the  morning’s  sun, 

With  head  up-stream  and  faintly  quiv’ring  tin, 

A  sunfish,  of  symmetric  shape,  divides 
The  waters  of  the  streamlet  as  they  pass : 

An  incarnation  of  the  quiv’ring  line 
Betwixt  the  shadow  and  the  sunshine  of 
The  past  and  future,  in  the  stream  of  time — 

The  ever  moving,  never  moving  Present ! 

As  well,  a  symbol  of  the  perfect  thought, 

Symmetric,  and  disparting  this  and  that. 

That,  wanting  wordage,  quivers  in  suspense, 

Half  in,  half  out,  a  shadow  and  a  sheen  ! 

The  Copperhead. 

Upon  the  sunny  shelf  of  a  huge  rock 
Projecting  from  a  dark  dense  clump  of  fern, 

A  copperhead  basks  in  the  golden  gleams ; 

Its  burnished  body  laid  along  the  ledge, 

And  its  three-cornered,  thick  and  pitted  head, 

Of  glitt’ring  bronze,  depending  o’er  the  edge. 

I  see  it  not,  until  I  raise  my  eyes 

To  scan  a  lichen  on  the  rock’s  grey  front — 

And  stand  affixed  and  fascinated  in 
A  stare  into  its  golden-irised  eves ; 

The  while,  my  heart’s  blood  freezes  into  ice ! 

The  shock  transmitted  through  the  sense  of  sight, 
Pervading  every  vital  part,  and,  for 
An  instant,  paralyzing  brain  and  brawn. — - 

C 
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Nay,  friend!  keep  back  thy  threat’ning,  forked 
tongue — 

Or,  haply,  thy  refined  attesting  tongue, 
Determining  my  substance  from  a  savor 
Diffusive  in  the  circumamb’ent  air 
Too  delicate  to  be  detected  save 
By  organ  so  especially  evolved  ? 

I  know  thee  well ;  and  though  thou  know’st  me 
not, 

1  know  thou  facest  not  an  enemy. 

The  deadly  jararaca  of  Brazil, 

The  cobra  de  capello  of  Bengal, 

The  adder  of  the  north  of  Africa, 

These  have  I  spared  within  my  wand’ring  path, 

As  I  will  thee,  thou,  awe  incorporate  ! 

The  world  that’s  wide  enough  for  Life  and  Death, 
Is  surely  wide  enough  for  xne  and  thee  ! 

Enjoy  thy  basking  to  thy  heart’s  content ; 

The  shock  thou  gavest  me  unwittingly, 

I  willingly  forgive — nay,  serpent,  thank  thee  for ; 
For  in  the  gleam  of  the  most  glorious  life, 

It  is  a  something  to  be  thankful  for, 

To  stare  an  instant  in  the  eyes  of  Death  ! 

Golden  Plujiaged  Birds. 

Along  the  watei'-level  of  the  vale, 

The  golden  plover  and  the  golden  rail, 

And  gulden-shanked  sandpiper  race  and  Hit; 
Among  the  buttercups,  the  sorrels,  and 
The  dandelions  of  the  matted  mead, 

The  meadow-lark,  with  golden-plumaged  breast, 
Stalks  stately — pausing  ever  and  anon, 

To  utter  its  shrill-ringing  cheery  note; 

From  thistle-top  to  top,  with  purple  flower 
And  pearly-white  winged  seed-tuft  side  by  side, 
The  dainty,  desultory  golden  finch, 

Flits  in  a  songful  titter  of  delight ; 

Among  the  branches  of  the  undergrowth, 
Comprising  woody  bush  and  minor  tree, 

The  gold-winged  warbler,  ever  in  its  flight 
Concomitant  with  summer  north  and  south, 
Displays  its  hues,  with  others  of  its  tribe, 

But  utters  not  its  notes  of  melody, 

As  in  the  season  of  the  bursting  leaf, 

The  bounding  blood,  and  swelling  heart  of  spring; 
While,  high  upon  a  dead  limb  of  an  oak 
Within  a  dead’ning  on  a  mountain  height, 
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With  its  strong  claws  clamped  in  the  naked  wood, 
And  with  its  yellow-shafted  tail  spread  as 
A  prop  and  fulcrum  firm  and  flexible, 

The  flicker — notable  among  the  birds 
Of  golden  hue  of  Appalachia — 

Alternately  pick-pecks,  with  rapid  and 
Resounding  stroke,  with  its  sharp-pointed  beak, 
And  lists  with  ear  turned  to  the  deep’ning  hole  ; 
Till,  having  penetrated  to  the  grub 
Within,  it  spears  it  with  its  long  barbed  tongue, 
And  hales  it  from  its  hole,  a  luscious  morsel ! — 

A  bird,  or  any  of  its  notable 
Red-headed  family,  I  never  see 
But  that  I  see  as  well  in  fantasy, 

Its  miserable  savage  substitute, 

Far  in  woodpeckerless  Australia, 

Extracting  from  the  wattle  or  the  gum, 

Or  this  or  that  fat  moth  or  beetle  grub — 

The  grub  par  excellence  of  the  poor  Black  ! 

But  so,  with  change  of  circumstance,  the  work 
Of  bird  or  beast  becomes  another’s  in 
A  myriad  of  parallels  to  this, 

The  wide  world  over  in  the  course  of  time. 

The  Red  Squirrel. 

Attracted  by  the  sound  of  dropping  nuts, 

I  leave  the  dead’ning  for  the  wood  again  ; 

And  lo  !  upon  a  pig-nut  hickory, 

A  squirrel  furred  with  seeming  Guinea  gold, 

The  chickaree:  with  its  sharp  nut-brown  teeth. 
Dissevering  the  half-ripe  hull-bound  nuts. 

To  patter  to  the  ground — a  morning  meal 
For  half  a  score  of  chipmunks  and  itself. — 

Nay  ;  do  not  stop  a  moment  in  thy  task, 

To  bark  and  snap  and  scold  and  scoff  at  me ; 

But  flash  thy  flat  tail  in  the  sun  once  more, 

A  golden  au-revoir,  and  I  am  off. 

The  Greed  of  Goi.d. 

Within  an  excavation  wide  and  deep, 

Around  about  the  site  of  a  rude  hut, 

In  which,  for  many  years,  the  mountain  witch, 
Moll  Dell,  in  abject  poverty,  resided, 

An  old  man  digs  as  he  has  dug  betimes 
For  half  a  century  in  hope  to  find 
The  fancied  buried  treasures  of  the  witch  : 

An  old  man,  bent  with  weight  of  years  and  work, 
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Behaggarded  by  want  and  wretchedness, 
Begrimed  with  mud  and  mire  from  head  to  foot, 
Beguiled  to  madness  by  the  greed  for  gold ! 

Up  !  fellow  man  !  unbend  thy  crooked  back, 

As  it  becomes  the  sole  possessor  of 

The  upright  spine  among  the  things  of  life ! 

Up !  up !  and  with  thy  fantasy  of  gold 
Behind  thy  sense  of  sight  in  sense’s  seat. 

Behold  with  me,  this  mid-September  morn, 

The  all-involving  world  a  world  of  gold  ! 

Of  gold !  Aye,  aye ;  in  its  most  precious  and 
Most  beauteous  form,  of  light  and  life  and  love! 
But  hearing  naught  within  the  world  without, 
That  echoes  not  the  clinking  of  the  coin 
Within  the  world  within  his  maddened  brain, 
He  raises  not  his  head  and  plies  his  pick : 

Till,  lo  !  a  tremor  passing  through  his  frame, 

He  falls  into  his  self-dug  grave,  a  corse  ! 

His  dream  of  gold  gone  with  his  vital  spark  ! 

Faustina. 

Her  baby  in  her  lap  upon  his  back, 

His  eyes  aglow  with  joy,  his  dimpled  cheeks 
A  sea  of  intercircling  smiles,  his  voice 
Alternately  a  crow  and  rippling  laugh, 

His  arms  and  legs  tossed  wildly  in  the  air : 

The  while,  Faustina,  with  her  golden  hair, 
Disheveled  in  a  maze  of  glitt’ring  strands 
Forming  a  veil  before  her  beauteous  face, 

Bends  o’er  him  lovingly  and  gleefully, 

And,  with  her  tresses,  titillates 

His  eyelids,  lips,  and  tender  naked  limbs. 

0  joy  ineffable  !  0  bliss  superne  ! 

To  see  the  idol  of  my  heart  of  hearts 
The  very  incarnation  of  the  world — 

So  recently  within  my  mind  and  speech — 

The  world  of  gold  in  its  most  precious  and 
Most  beauteous  form,  of  light  and  life  and  love ! 
Oh,  could  but  Fate  prolong  this  ecstasy, 

What  dream  of  rapt  and  holy  saint  fulfilled 
Could  equal  my  eternity  of  bliss  ! 

But  while  I  stand  entranced,  Faustina  lifts 
Her  eves  behind  their  golden  veil  to  mine ; 

And,  when  1  see  them  flash,  I  feel  again 
My  heart’s  blood  freeze,  as  when  I  stared  into 
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The  golden-irised  eyes  of  the  dread  snake — 
The  symbol  of  inevitable  death  ! 

Gold  !  gold  !  gold  !  in  wood  and  wold  ! 

On  sun-lit  hill !  in  leaf-umbrellaed  vale  ! 
Inflashed  in  the  effulgent  gleams  of  morn  ; 
Inflowered  in  the  plumes  of  golden-rod  ; 
Infoliated  in  the  hickory ; 

Infinned  in  the  sun-christened  gleaming  fish ; 
Infanged  in  the  envenomed  copperhead  ; 
Infeathered  in  the  flicker  and  the  finch ; 
Infurred  in  the  nut-gath’ring  chickaree; 
Infantasied  in  the  gold-haunted  wretch  ; 
Infleshed  in  fated,  golden-haired  Faustina ! 


TV  ESI)  A  T,  September  2M, — 7.30  A.  M. 

A  Gloomy  Morning. 

The  sky  is  overcast  with  coke-grey  clouds  ; 

The  mead  is  lustreless;  the  wood  a  gloom ; 

In  which  I  walk  with  an  appreciable 
But  indefinable  subductive  awe; 

As  I  have  entered  and  united  with 
The  columned  and  concamerated  gloom 
Of  proud  Milano’s  Alps-enchiseled  dom ; 

As  I  have  entered  and  united  with 
The  Siva-imaging  obscurity 
Of  Elephanta’s  mount-emboweled  fane; 

As  I  have  entered  and  united  with 
The  eerie  jackal-haunted  murkiness 
Of  dead  Carthago’s  subterranean 
Vast  vaulted  reservoirs  for  food  and  drink ; 

As  I  have  entered  and  united  with 
The  melancholy  of  a  dark  grey  eye, 

Low-laslied  at  eventide,  within  a  pale 
Where  thyme  and  rue  had  seeded  side  by  side. 

The  South-West  Wind. 

A  variable  warm  dry  south-west  wind, 

With  variable  conquassation  of 
The  forest’s  harsh  senescent  foliage, 

Subordinates  the  shade-aweary  sense 

Of  sight  to  that  of  the  sound-charmed  of  hearing. 

A  rustle,  now,  afar,  anear,  distinct, 

As  I  have  heard  a  trailing  silken  gown 
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Within  the  sound-conserving  scaphoid  vault 
Of  Utah’s  consecrated  tabernacle; 

Anon,  an  all-involving  sweeping  swish 
And  all-surrounding  multipartite  patter, 

As  I  have  heard  the  downpours  of  the  doldrums 
Descend  into  a  flattened  waveless  sea ; 

Anon,  a  solemn,  sweet,  sonorous  swell, 

As  I  have  heard  at  even  issue  from 
The  featly-fingered  organ  of  Lucerne  ; 

Anon,  a  harsh  commingling  splash  and  splutter, 

As  I  have  heard  a  surface  school  of  fish 
Disport  about  a  silent-sailing  ship 
In  the  Pacific  ocean  off  Peru ; 

Anon,  a  universal  rush  and  roar, 

As  I  have  heard  the  floods  of  the  Great  Lakes 
Descending  crash  in  the  profound  abyss 
Of  international  Niagara — 

As  I  have  heard  the  wide  Atlantic’s  seas 
Ascending  clash  on  Pernambuco’s  reef; 

Anon,  a  mystery-involving  murmur, 

As  I  have  heard  at  eve  upon  a  height 
O’erlooking  tarbooshed  Tunis,  noisy  with 
The  hum  of  its  inwalled  humanity  ; 

Anon,  a  sibilant  insusurration — 

A  whisper  felt  perhaps  as  much  as  heard — 

As  I  have  heard  a  blessing  and  a  kiss 
Compounded  issue  from  a  maiden’s  mouth 
At  parting  on  a  crowded  ocean-pier. 

Blow  on  !  ye  memory -awaking  winds  ! 

Ye,  fellow-wanderers  around  the  world  ! 

Ye,  friends  within  the  compass  of  your  might! 

Or  speeding  with  sail-filling  steady  breeze, 

Or  sparing  in  the  swirl  of  a  typhoon  ! 

Next  to  the  voice  of  her  1  love — of  all 
The  women  of  the  wide,  wide  world  in  one — 

Your  voices  are  the  sweetest  sounds  to  me — 

A  symphony  concordant  with  my  soul. 

The  Smut  Fungus. 

Upon  the  faces,  hands,  and  clothing  of 
The  peasants  shocking  maize — the  corn 
Par  excellence  of  the  American — 

To  expedite  the  induration  of 

Its  cobbed,  inhusked,  and  golden-colored  grains, — 

The  black  spores  of  the  smut  in  myriads 

Fall  and  discolor,  like  the  dust  of  coal. 

A  wondrous  wealth  of  seeds  to  propagate 


23 


The  humble  parasitic  fungus,  when 
Contrasted  with  the  poverty  of  means 
To  eke  out  into  perpetuity 
The  higher  forms  of  life,  up  to  the  highest ! 

But  Jupiter’s  immeasurable  mass 
Would  scarce  suffice  for  one  man’s  progeny 
Were  his  in  sons  as  is  the  smut’s  in  spores, 

An  infinite  divisibility. 

The  Beech-drop. 

Beneath  the  branches  of  a  spreading  beech, 
The  beech-drop  rears  its  dull  red  virgate  stems, 
With  scattered  ovate  scales  in  lieu  of  leaves, 
And  dainty  dusky-whitish  flow’rs  arranged 
Alternately  along  their  sev’ral  lengths. 

A  spectral  plant  and  mystic,  like  a  part 
Symbolical  of  the  entirety. 

I  never  see  it  but  I  see  in  it  as  well 
The  red  hand  of  the  superstitious  Moors 
Depicted  crudely  on  the  white-washed  walls 
Of  mediaeval-minded  Barbary. 

The  Ash. 

About  the  centre  of  the  circle  of 
The  little  plain  of  a  truncated  knoll, 

Among  the  trees  in  sight  without  a  peer, 

An  aged,  airy,  and  symmetric  ash, 

With  light  grey  hued  and  finely -furrowed  bole, 
And  pale  lutescent  pinnate  leaves  in  pairs, 
Attracts  to  it  my  wand’ring  sight  and  steps  : 
The  day’s  diffusive  duskiness  involved 
And  vitalized  within  a  twilight  tree ; 

A  Fri’r  of  Orders  Grey  arborified ; — 

Nay,  nay ;  as  I  am  prompted  by  a  prick 
Within  my  being’s  blood  to  see  and  say — 
Thou,  symbol  Tree  of  Life !  thou,  Iggdrasill ! 
Among  the  worshipers  of  Wodin — God — 

In  sea-surrounded  Scandinavia  ! 

I  marvel  thou  hast  lost  thy  sanctity 
Among  their  lineal  descendants,  still 
Retaining  as  a  verbal  treasure,  “God,” 

But  merged  in  meaning  and  confounded  with 
The  alien  Hebrew  epithet,  “Jehovah  !  ” 

But  though  the  sons  of  sires  that  suckled  on 
The  bosom  of  the  Baltic,  all  forget 
Thy  human  and  thy  holy  character, 

There  yet  remains  in  contemplation  one, 
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Hid  in  the  heart  of  Appalachia, 

That  sees  himself  and  feels  Ids  God  in  thee. 

The  Pearl-bearing  Mussel. 

Within  a  pool — a  moment’s  resting-place 
Of  a  meand’ring  murmur-muffled  brook. — 

With  umbones  bedded  in  the  bottom  mud, 

And  all-involving  up-edged  valves  ajar. 

A  mussel  filters  the  o’erfi owing  flood 
For  its  on-borne  suspended  sustenance. 

Haply,  the  while,  converting  this  or  that 
Injected  irritating  grain  of  sand 
Into  the  loveliest  of  gems,  a  pearl ! 

So  may  I.  when  I  suffer  in  my  soul 
The  aches  and  agonies  of  wrong  and  woe, 

Reveal  them  to  tiie  outside  world  alone 
Involved  and  veiled  in  sweet  assuasive  song. 

An  Ichneumon-stung  Hawk-moth  Grub. 

Clamped  with  its  sev’ral  pairs  of  fleshy  feet. 
Upon  a  trailing  stem,  uprising  from 
The  tangled  mass  of  a  tomato-plant, — 

Its  carcase  studded,  as  with  grains  of  rice, 

With  the  coccoons  of  an  ichneumon-fly, 

The  grubs  of  which  have  battened  in  its  body, — 
A  wretched,  shrunken,  grey-green  hawk-moth  grub, 
Immovable  in  its  extremity, 

Awaits  the  consummation  of  its  doom. 

Elsewhere  the  big  fish  eat  the  little  fish  ; 

While  in  one  form  or  other,  half  the  world 
Devours  the  other  to  preserve  itself. 

So  life  and  death  go  ever  hand  in  hand. 

The  Crayfish. 

Ascending  an  irriguous  ravine. 

Between  the  margin  of  a  rivulet 
And  a  bare  cliff'  of  water-seeping  clay, 

I  overtake  a  fellow-rambler  in 

The  form  of  a  great-clawed  and  stalk-eyed  crayfish. 
A  hat,  art  thou  such  a  savage  as  to  deem 
The  stranger  ever  thy  most  dreaded  foe  ? 

Ah,  well,  in  this  thou  art  no  worse  than  half 
The  millions  of  mankind.  Or,  fellow-worm— 
Another  civilized  cosmopolite — 

A  ouldst  bid  me  Good-day  and  shake  hands  with 
me, 

That  thou  dost  prop  thee  on  thy  folded  tail. 

And,  listing  to  the  left,  hold  up'to  me 
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Thy  disproportioned  dextral  pincer-paw? 

Well,  well,  good  crayfish  !  I  will  feign  thee  friend. 
And,  with  my  pencil  twixt  thy  pincer-blades, 
Shake  hands  and  say  Good  morrow  and  Good  bve ! 
The  world  is  as  we  make  it  for  ourselves. 

The  Gar. 

Or  here,  within  a  river’s  reedy  shoal, 
Approaching  cunningly  its  finny  prey, 

Till,  like  an  alligator,  seizing  it 

And  passing  it  adown  its  rav’nous  throat; 

On  there,  anear  the  surface  of  the  stream. 

Inhaling  and  exhaling,  in  and  from 

Its  lizard-lung-like  swimming-bladder,  air  ; 

Or  yonder,  in  an  eddy-swirl,  afloat 

Adrift,  around  and  ’round,  still  reptile-like, — 

The  gar  appears  to  the  riparian. 

Of  all  the  fishes  of  America 
The  chief  in  scientific  interest : 

The  fish-branch  of  the  zoologic  tree 
Just  at  the  point  of  forking  into  reptile; 

The  milestone  of  emergence  of  the  worm, 
Eventuating  in  due  time  in  Man, 

From  out  the  water-world  to  that  of  air; 

The  type  involved  in  every  back-boned  beast 
From  first  in  geologic  time  to  last — 

From  least  evolved  among  the  living  to 
The  highest, — -Owen,  Baird,  or  you  or  I. 

The  Appalachian  Lizard. 

Upon  a  log,  compounding  in  its  hue 
A  myriad  of  greens  and  greys  and  browns, 
Resulting  from  or  water-stain,  sun-crack 
And  scorch,  or  fungus-growth  and  lichen-patch, 

A  swift  stops  in  its  flight — and  disappears ! 

Involved  in  its  chromo-environment 
An  indistinguishable  entity ! 

The  seeming  miracle  effected  by 
The  reptile’s  sensitized  chameleon-skin. 

Delusive  lizard  !  though  I  see  thee  not, 

I  know  that  thou  art  near — perhaps,  within 
My  reach — prepared,  come  what  come  may  un¬ 
known 

To  thee,  to  leave  thy  tail  within  my  grasp 
And  make  off  with  thy  life,  as  dear  to  thee 
As  mine  to  me.  But,  tremble  not,  poor  beast ! 

D 
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I  will  not  put  this  power  to  the  test, 

Nor  that  more  marvelous  possessed  by  thee, 

Of  reproducing  the  dismembered  part. 

Abide  in  peace !  abide  intact !  farewell ! 

The  Whip-poor-will. 

With  silent,  zigzag,  and  bewildering  flight, 

A  whip-poor-will,  affrighted  at  ray  step, 

Arises  at  my  side  and  wings  its  way 
Till  it  alights — within  my  sight — upon 
The  prostrate  trunk  of  an  uprooted  tree, 

And,  like  the  lizard,  presto!  disappears! 

How  full  the  world  of  mockeries  and  mimes, 
Deceits,  delusions,  mountebanks,  and  shams ! 

And  all  to  the  same  end :  to  save  one’s  self — 

One’s  individuality  intact 

Amid  the  wrecking  of  all  things  besides, 

And  thereby,  to  one’s  self,  save  all  the  world  ! 
Good  whip-poor-will — ah,  there  thou  flitt’st  again  ! 
The  seeming  woody  knot  I  looked  upon 
Was  thy  crouched  mottled  form — grey,  brown,  and 
black, 

In  band  and  liar  and  dot  and  dash,  akin 
In  color  to  the  trunk — -aye,  that  was  thee ! 

Thy  greatest  length  of  body  and  of  band, 

Not  laid  across  the  prostrate  furrowed  bole, 

But  parallel  both  with  its  median  line 
And  longitudinal  bark-commissures ! 

A  wonder  verily  art  thou,  weird  bird ! 

By  night,  with  monstrously  wide-gaping  mouth, 
Seining  the  sky  for  gauze-winged  gnats  and  flies ; 
By  day,  asleep,  in  undisturbed  repose, 

Confounded  with  a  bump  upon  a  log ! 

The  Grey  Fox. 

Upon  a  mountain  side,  exposed  to  the 
Dry  south-west  wind,  pursued  by  half  a  score 
Of  yelping  hounds,  a  grey-fox  winds  and  turns 
As  if  in  mock’ry  of  the  baffled  hounds 
Sniffing  in  vain  the  scentless  air  and  earth  ; 

Till,  haply,  seen  by  several  at  once, 

And  sorely  pressed  by  the  concentring  pack, 

Up  !  up  !  from  jutting  crag  to  leaning  bole, 

And  thence  from  limb  to  limb,  he  leaps  and  climbs  ; 
Till,  come  upon  a  horizontal  branch 
Of  a  great  chestnut-tree,  he  stretches  out 
And  vanishes  to  sight  below,  secure  ! 
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The  while,  the  aged  hunter  in  the  vale, 

Between  his  execrations  of  the  wind 
In  upward  brow-knit  look  and  muttered  curse, 
Leans  on  his  long  staff  set  before  his  breast, 

And,  with  his  long-white-bearded  chin  down-drop- 
ped, 

His  weed-stained  lips  apart,  his  cheeks  indrawn — 
Thus  throwing  into  greater  prominence 
His  nose,  cheek-bones,  and  shaggy  eye-brows — and 
His  sight  suspended  in  a  vacant  stare, 

Lists  to  his  coursing  beagles  giving  tongue; 

And  as  their  sev’ral  well-known  yelps  suggest, 

In  ever-varying  volume,  tone,  and  pitch. 

Imagines  all  the  phases  of  the  chase ; 

And,  as  his  powers  of  imagination 
Are  quickened  and  intensified,  enjoys. 

“  That’s  Neddy  !  By  the  lord  !  I’d  know  him  did 
I  hear  but  half  an  echo  of  his  tongue ! 

And  there,  that’s  Boxer  baffled  on  a  trail ! 

And  that’s  Leroy  !  Poor  dog !  a  broken  heart 
Was  in  that  wail !  He’s  off  the  track  again  ! 

And  that’s  Fitz-Hugh,  between  his  hopeless  sniffs! 
But  heigho  !  there  they  go  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 

Was  ever  music  sweeter  to  my  ear ! 

They  see  it — Turk,  Leroy,  Nance,  Fan,  and  Tom  ! 
They’re  on  its  heels  !  A  red-fox,  by  the  lord ! 

I’d  stake  mv  life  upon  the  color  of 
Its  hide  !  There,  Nancy’s  nose  is  tickled  by 
Its  sweeping  brush  !  Hurrah  !  Turk,  Fan  and  Tom 
Have  closed  with  Nancy — and  the  fox  is  dead! 
Lord !  what  a  royal  cap,  its  pelt  will  make ! 

I’ll  give  it  to  my  grandson  Christmas  morn  !  ” 

Howe’er,  stretched  out  upon  the  chestnut  limb, 
In  a  whole  skin,  the  fox  thinks  otherwise. 

But  such  the  variation  ever  found 
In  going  from  the  fancy  to  the  fact, 

And  the  reverse,  from  fact  to  fantasy  ! 

And  when  the  eye — as  it  too  often  is — 

Is  but  a  window  to  the  world  of  shams, 

The  mirroring  of  the  imagination 
Evolved  within  the  burning  brain  therefrom, 

Must  needs  be  an  extremity  of  error. 

From  the  Sea-shore. 

Within  an  airy  hall,  surrounded  by 
Her  wond’ring  relatives  and  envious  friends, 
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A  banged  and  beaded  maiden  of  sixteen, — 
Sun-tanned,  sea-freckled,  and  mosquito-marred. 
But  all  aglow  and  fidgety  in  her 
New  found  investiture  of  consequence, 

Returned  to  earth-bound  Appalachia 

From  far-away  New  Jersey’s  sea-swept  shore! — 

Uplifts  the  lid  of  her  great  trav’ling  trunk, 

And,  from  its  sev’ral  strange,  sea-savoring 
Compartments,  takes,  unwinds,  unwraps,  unfolds, 
And  holds  up  in  the  wide-eyed  gaze  of  all, 

The  unimagined  marvels  of  the  ocean 
Collected  by  her  on  the  tide-swept  beach  ; 

And  the  indisputable  evidence, 

As  well,  of  her  extensive  range  of  travel : 
Sea-weeds  and  corallines,  opercula 
Of  pyrulas,  star-fishes,  Cape  May  diamonds, 

Shells,  univalve  and  bivalve,  eggs  of  skate, 

And  chief  of  all  the  wonders  of  the  deep, 

The  skeleton  of  a  gigantic  crab 

For  all  the  world  like  an  old-fashioned  skillet ! — 

And  thus  it  is  upon  this  mundane  sphere, 

The  commonplace  of  one  locality 
Is  the  especial  marvel  of  another  ! 

And  they  that  live  among  a  myriad 
Of  wonder-worlds  to  all  the  world  besides, 

Ne’er  know  of  their  existence,  till,  by  chance, 

The  stranger  comes  and  asks  what’s  this  ?  and  that  ? 
Ofttimes,  indeed,  it  is  the  stranger  that 
Acquaints  a  man  with  his  own  home  and  heart. 

Faustina. 

As  pale  as  ashes,  sad,  Faustina  sits 
Before  an  open  window — looking  out 
Apparently,  but  seeing  nothing  in 
The  world  outside  her  introspective  brain ; 

Till  I  appear,  to  take  her  in  my  arms, 

And  with  a  kiss  create  the  world  anew ! — 

As  well  to  feel  upon  her  parting  lips, 

A  hurried,  hot,  dry  breath — not  that  of  health  ; 
And  hear  a  huskiness  within  her  voice — 
Unnatural ;  and  with  my  ear  against 
Her  bosom’s  palpitating  walls,  a  rale 
Within — suggestive  of  a  sepulchre  ! 

What  hear  I  that  alarms  ?  No  matter,  love ; 

I  do  but  press  the  overlapping  lace 
And  cambric  folds  of  thy  habiliment, 
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To  fit  a  place  for  the  reception  of 
My  mindful  morning  walk’s  ingathering 
Of  flowers,  seeds,  and  autumn-tinted  leaves — 
The  day’s  bouquet ;  compounding,  see  !  amid 
This  mass  of  silvery  virgin-bower  seeds, 

And  fragrant,  yellow-grey  life-everlasting, 

A  little  summer  sunshine  left  within 
This  helianthus,  and  a  glowing  coal 
From  summer’s  sun-fire  in  this  cardinal, 
Plucked  where  the  summer  lingers  longest  in 
A  sheltered,  south-aspectant,  rich  ravine. 

Bnt  while  I  pin  the  posy  on  her  breast, 

I  pause  in  an  abstraction — as  I  see, 

No  longer  the  bright  flower  in  my  gaze, 

But  a  live  coal  imbedded  in  a  mass 
Of  light  grey  ashes  in  my  fantasy ; 

As  I  have  seen  the  same  in  fact,  upon 
The  altar  of  the  worshipers  of  fire 
In  wondrous  world-epitomizing  Ind  : 

A  relic  of  the  dim  and  distant  past 
When  the  incomprehensibilities 
Involved  in  visible  combustion,  by 
An  easy  and  a  sure  transition,  passed 
Into  the  same  of  the  personified 
Incomprehensibilities  involved 
In  the  environment  of  mirroring  Man— 

An  unencompassable,  visible, 

Invisible,  and  all-pervading  God  : 

The  One  involving  All  idealized  ! 

Pardon,  Faustina !  I  have  caught  from  thee 
The  day’s  distemper — sight  subordinate 
To  the  imagination — fact  to  fancy. 


S  UN  DA  Y,  September  26 st, — 8.30  A.  M. 

Earth  and  Heaven  One. 

A  Sunday  morn  :  as  fresh,  as  bright,  as  pure, 
As  the  first  Sabbath  of  the  Book  of  Books. 

Warm,  moist,  and  savoring  of  many  sweets, 
The  air  is  as  a  breath  blown  from  Brazil. 

And  see  !  the  sky  !  An  overflying  flock, 

Of  ararunas — the  rare  hyacinth 

Macaw — were  not  a  more  resplendent  blue  ! 
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The  mountain  ridges,  too — what  a  display 
Of  exquisitely  interblending  azures, 

Alluring  the  delighted  sense  of  sight 
To  follow  and  secern  their  finite  lines 
Until  involved  unconciously  in  their 
Vague  interfus||>n  with  the  infinite — 

Abstracted  from  the  earth  and  lost  in  heaven! 

ASTERS. 

And  see  ! — the  earth  and  heaven  one  this  day  ! — 
Here,  in  the  myriad  of  asters  in 
The  zenith  of  their  radiant  azure  bloom, 

Are  the  infinity  of  stars  that  dot 
And  spangle  the  celestial  vault  at  night ! 

Here,  resting  from  their  labors  in  the  light, 

Their  weary  wicks  turned  down  and  burning  blue  ! 

Faustina,  come  !  the  day  invites  and  I ; 

That  I  may  see  naught  in  or  wood  or  wold, 

That  is  not  tinct  with  the  celestial  hue 
Of  thy  resplendent  orbs;  as  if,  i’  faith, 

I  looked  out  from  their  azure-curtained  depths  ! — 

That  I  may  see  in  fact  and  fantasy 

The  heart  of  Appalachia  as  I 

Have  seen  the  City  of  the  Sea  between 

The  blue  of  ocean  and  the  blue  of  heaven — 

A  pearl  between  opposing  blue-sheened  shells ! 

Fruits  and  Flowers. 

Now  and  anon,  breaking  or  twig  or  stem, 

And  storing  in  a  basket  on  my  arm, 

The  oped  receptacle  eftsoons  displays 
A  chaos  of  cerulean  fruits  and  flowers : 

Virginia  creeper  berries,  sloes,  and  grapes, 
Bush-clover  blossoms,  Indian  tobacco, 

Blue  cardinals,  and  asters  of  a  score 
Of  species,  of  as  many  shades  of  blue, 

And  varying  in  stellar  magnitude, 

From  first — as  big  as  common  ox-eye  daisies, — 

To  sixth — the  merest  inflorescent  specks. 

The  Comyntas  Butterfly. 

Upon  a  thistle  bloom — like  painter’s  brush 
Dipped  in  a  pot  of  pinkish-purple  paint — - 
A  butterfly  of  violaceous  blue 
Attracts  my  eye  :  a  dainty  summer  stray  : 

The  marvelously  exquisite  Comyntas. 
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Two  shillings  side  by  side  would  far  exceed 
Its  spread  of  watchet  wings  in  area ; 

But  what  will  equal  its  display  therein 
Of  glow  and  gloss  and  mottled  macculation  ! 

Fair  flutterer  from  honied  flower  to  flower ! 

To  the  aesthetic  nature-loving  Greek, 

The  symbol  of  his  corse-dissevered  soul : 

As  thou — so  it — -developed  from  an  egg, 

Into  a  greedy,  grov’ling,  groundling  grub, 

And  then  encased  in  a  sepulchral  mask, 

Until,  the  marvel  of  all  marvels  wrought 
Within  the  mystic  midnight  of  the  tomb, 

To  rise  into  the  air  on  filmy  wings 
Resplendent  with  a  summer  rainbow’s  hues, 

And  touch  the  earth  again  only  upon 
The  painted  petals  of  the  sweetest  flowers ! 

To  me  thou  art  this  symbol,  too,  betimes ; 

But  now,  the  Soul  of  Summer  lingering 
In  pity  for  the  Earth  in  widow’s  weeds. 

The  Blue  Catfish. 

In  color  harmonizing  well  with  its 
Environment  of  yellow  mud  below 
And  waters  darkly  mirroring  the  blue 
Of  heaven  above,  the  sluggish,  slimy,  and 
Strategic  blue  or  channel  catfish  skulks 
Along  the  bottom  of  a  silent  stream  : 

Its  worm-like,  mouth-surrounding  barbules,  baits 
To  unsuspicious,  gaping  gudgeons,  and 
Its  fin-sheathed,  saw-tooth-barbed,  erectile  spines, 
Effective  weapons  of  surprise  to  foes ! 

Among  the  prowlers  of  the  water-world, 

The  correspondent  of  the  burglar  of 
Cathay  among  the  night-thieves  of  the  earth, 

Who,  stripped  stark  naked,  oils  his  dusky  skin, 

To  wriggle  eel-like  from  the  strongest  grasp, 

And  fills  his  cue  with  pounded  glass,  to  fend 
Against  his  only  vulnerable  point ! 

The  Ring  Snake. 

Revealed  by  the  o’errolling  of  a  log, 

A  pair  of  ring  snakes  intertwined  appear: 
Compounding  in  their  hue  steel-blue  above 
And  orange-gold  beneath,  with  a  gold  band, 

In  a  peculiar  loop,  upon  the  nape  : 

Parisian  dandies  of  the  olden  time, 

In  blue  and  buff,  with  gold  chains  round  the  neck  ! 


Start  not,  Faustina;  for,  if  this  fair  Eden 
Contain  not  greater  evil  carnified, 

It  is  a  Paradise  more  perfect  far 
Than  that  which  held  within  its  pale  Eve’s  tempter 
Behold  in  their  lithe  forms  the  lizard  lopped 
Of  its  superfluons  extremities  : 

A  leafless  twig  of  the  reptilean  branch 
Of  the  earth-rooted  zoologic  tree — 

A  sort  of  tender,  twining  reptile-tendril ! 

To  man,  as  harmless  as  the  angle-worm  ; 

And  yet,  alas  !  there  are  in  human  guise 
Such  monsters  of  hypocrisy,  who,  while 
Professing  in  their  speech  the  Golden  Rule 
The  course  pursued  in  their  communal  life. 
Would  ruthlessly  put  crushing  heel  upon 
These  lovely  links  of  living  steel  and  gold 
That  crown  the  complicated  labors,  for 
A  term  of  time  incomputable,  of 
The  world-inworking,  all-involving  God  ! 

But,  doubtless,  in  the  universal  plan, 

Beyond  the  compass  of  my  mortal  ken, 

It  is  in  part  their  function  thus  to  do  : 

And  it  becomes  not  me  thus  to  condemn. 

Suffice  it  1  myself  com  port  me  toward 
My  fellow- worms,  or  man  or  mite,  with  calm, 
Considerate  and  comprehending  love. 

The  Great  Blue  Heron. 

From  a  mere  speck  in  the  north-eastern  sky, 

To  a  great  eagle-spread  of  sailing  wings, 

A  pointed  arrowy  prow  before  of  beak, 

And  a  long  ruddering  behind  of  legs, 

A  great  blue  heron,  with  majestic  flight, 
Approaches  and  alights  among  the  reeds, 

The  sedges,  and  the  cat-tails  of  the  marge 
Of  a  sequestered  intermontane  tarn. 

Eftsoons,  astilt  and  statuesque,  in  form 

And  color  indistinguishable  from 

The  stalks  and  stems  around  and  sky  above, 

To  eyes  within  the  water  of  the  pond, 

It  poses  for  an  artist — nothing  more  ! 

Ah,  no  !  attenuated  hunger  in 
The  form  of  bird — with  elevated  eyes 
And  ears  alert — the  sentient  centre  of 
The  little  world  of  land  and  sea  around — 

It  stands  thus  only  till  espying  come 
Within  the  range  of  its  long  neck  and  bill, 
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A  luckless  frog,  and  presto  !  quick  as  thought ! 

It  strikes  the  reptile  an  unerring  blow, 

Uplifts  it  writhing  in  its  parted  beak, 

And  gulps  it  down  spasmodically  ! 

And  then  astilt  resumes  the  statuesque  ! 

Ah  me  !  betwixt  the  prowler  and  the  prey — 

The  life  and  death — the  right  and  wrong  involved 
In  every  vital  act,  who  shall  decide  ? 

The  savage  answers  confidently,  I ! 

My  want  my  warrant,  signed  by  God  himself, 

To  murder  when  and  where  and  whom  I  will ! 
Self-preservation  is  the  first  of  laws; 

And  inexsuperable  self,  the  judge  ! 

And  social  saint  says  positively,  No  ! 

The  welfare  of  the  world  besides  one’s  self 
Is  the  chief  end  and  highest  aim  of  man. 
Self-sacrifice  is  the  supreme  of  laws ; 

And  Christ,  the  crucified,  the  symbol  of 
The  ultimate  attainable  by  man  ! 

While,  haply,  both  are  in  the  right  and  wrong. 

No  two  conditions  or  relationships 
Agree,  so  no  two  individuals, 

The  sums  organic  of  their  several 
Environments  ;  and  what  is  right  in  one 
Is  wrong  in  every  living  thing  besides, 

Just  in  proportion  as  they  differ  in 

The  worlds  involving  and  involved  in  them. 

And  so  good  savage  and  good  social  saint — 

And  ve,  good  heron  and  good  frog,  adieu  ! 

The  Mole. 

But  what  is  this  emerging  from  the  earth  ? 
Upheaving  the  loose  loam  above  its  back? 

But  whatsoe’er  thou  art,  or  elf  or  oof, 

Thou  com’st  in  such  a  questionable  shape, 

That  I  will  speak  to  thee  !  Ah,  there  thou  art ! 
Affrighted  by  some  bugaboo  behind, 

Or  light-bewildered  in  the  glare  of  day  ; 

Misshapen,  thick,  pig-snouted  and  pig-tailed  ; 

As  neckless,  eyeless,  earless,  seemingly, 

As  any  antre-born  and  nurtured  fish  ; 

With  monstrous  disproportionate  fore  paws, 

And  webs  between  thy  short  and  strong-clawed 
toes ; 

And  stuffed  into  the  finest  velvet  purse 
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Of  pure  plumbago-blue  with  golden  gloss ; — 

By  all  the  gods  of  Appalachia  ! 

Mine  ancient,  subterranean  friend,  a  mole ! 

Good  morrow,  sexton  !  Up,  a  little  late 

To  see  Aurora  with  her  rosy  fingers 

Snip  out  the  waning  wicks  of  curtained  night; 

But  not  too  late  to  give  thy  velvet  coat 

Another  dip  into  the  indigo 

And  gold  of  summer,  ere  the  winter  come 

And  close  the  airy  vats  with  snow  and  ice. 

Nay,  worry  not  and  chafe  !  Enjoy  thy  bath  ! 

I  will  protect  thee  from  thine  enemies, 

Or  hawk,  or  cat,  or  black  constricting  snake. 

Thou  will  not — cannot  stay  a  moment  longer 
In  the  irradiating  element  ? 

Well,  well !  Short  visits  make  long  friends.  Fare¬ 
well. 

Faustina. 

Anon,  reclining  on  a  bed  of  moss, 

Within  a  beautiful  and  perfumed  copse, 
Resounding  with  the  hum  of  bees,  the  scratch 
And  creak  of  crickets,  and  the  rattle  of 
Cicadas — forming  in  their  combination 
A  soothing  and  assuasive  lullaby, 

I  pass  successively  from  ease  to  an 
Apjmeciation  of  the  myriad 
Of  sensuous  joys  of  my  environment; 

And  then  insensibly  into  a  state 
Of  exquisite  reflex  imaginings, 

In  which  the  present  and  the  past  unite 
Indissolubly  and  delightfully. 

I  hear  again  the  sky-lark  of  Cathay : 

Or  here,  within  a  willow  cage,  beside 
A  back-bent  peasant  in  a  stubborn  field 
To  cheer  him  in  his  endless  drudgery 
With  its  all-weariness-beguiling  song ; 

Or  there,  with  loop  of  string  around  its  neck, 
Perched  on  the  finger  of  an  aged  man 
Surrounded  by  the  rabble  of  Peking — 

Elate  with  joy,  with  flutt’ring  half-spread  wings, 

In  emulation  of  a  rival  songster, 

Pour  out  its  rhapsodies  of  melody 
As  if  it  would  exhaust  the  very  sea 
Of  song  within  its  bosom  to  excel ; 


35 


Or,  somewhere  in  the  early  morning  sky, 

As  if  a. star  in  going  out  of  sight, 

Had  passed  into  a  soul-exalting  song. 

I  see  again  the  rich  pomegranate  bloom  : 
Among  the  blossoms  of  the  world  to  me, 
Incomparable !  fascinating  me 
With  its  exceptional  compounding  of 
The  fairest  form,  the  finest  texture,  and 
The  richest — most  enrapturing  of  reds  ! 
Soul-thrilling  me  as  I  have  been  by  a 
Deep,  low,  and  sweet  vibrating  organ-tone  ! 

Or  here,  where  first  I  felt  its  power,  in  Spain, 
Within  the  garden  of  the  Moorish  kings, 

Above  the  ruddy  crag-enthroned  Alhambra ; 

Or  there,  in  India,  within  the  walls 
Of  Akbar’s  many-storied  mausoleum  ; 

Or  yonder,  seemingly  within  the  founts 
Of  lava  in  the  hell  of  Halemaumau  ! 

I  taste  again  the  Malay  mangosteen  : 

Its  seed-involving,  soft  and  juicy  pulp 
Compounding  all  the  sweets  and  tarts  of  earth 
In  the  perfection  of  delicious  flavors. 

I  smell  again  the  evening’s  perfumed  breath  : 

Or  here,  in  height-attempered  Mexico, 

Amid  the  world  of  nameless  floral  sweets 
At  starry-peaked  Citlaltepetl’s  base ; 

Or  there,  in  Amazonas-art eried, 

Equator-straddling,  hotbed-like  Brazil, 

Amid  the  orchid  marvels  of  the  vale 
Collected  in  a  garden  of  Para ; 

Or  elsewhere,  in  the  wattle-scented  wilds 
Of  airy  intermontane  New  South  Wales! 

I  feel  again  the  tepid  waters  and 
The  smooth  and  round  and  warm  flesh-tinted  rims 
Of  the  incomparable  bathing-pools 
Of  the  Pink  Terrace  of  New  Zealand — that 
Have  been,  and,  haply,  will  he  never  more ! 

Until  my  senses  surfeited  with  the 
Concentring  of  the  sweets  of  all  the  world, 

I  clasp  Faustina  in  my  arms — their  fair 
And  fond  embodiment — and  close  my  eyes.  .  .  . 
An  abstract  and  asomatous  existence ; 
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The  sentient  centre  of  a  sensuous  world 
Revolving  dreamily  in  time  and  space  ! 


FRIDAY,  October  1st, — 9.30  .4.  M. 

September. 

September  !  Season  of  mist-muffled  morns, 
Sun-scorching  noon-days,  violescent  eves, 

And  moon-enchanting,  sleep-prolonging  nights  ; 

Of  summer  bloom  and  winter  seed  adjunct; 

Of  painted,  perfumed  petals  side  by  side 
With  savory  juices  and  delicious  pulps  ; 

Of  mildews,  mushrooms,  moulds,  corn-smirching 
smuts, 

And  adscititious  tintings  of  decay ; 

Of  egg-conserving  in  a  thousand  ways  ; 

Of  grub-engorging  and  encoffining  ; 

Of  present  planning  for  a  death-like  sleep 

And  future  waking  in  perfected  form 

In  a  bright  world  of  light  and  life  and  love ; 

Of  fish  assembled  in  contracting  pools, 

Of  reptiles  basking  in  the  southing  sun, 

Of  birds  migrating  from  the  chilling  north, 

Of  beasts  fur-forming  as  the  nights  wax  cold — 

Of  life  concentring  and  contriving  for 
Its  conservation  in  a  myriad 

Of  ways  involving  wondrous  work  and  wisdom  ! 
September !  Death-o’ershadowed  month,  farewell ! 

October. 

And  thou,  incoming  month,  October,  hail ! 

I  greet  thee  with  expanding  bosom,  as 
I  would  a  brother  in  remote  Cathay, 

Albeit  from  his  countenance  afar, 

I  saw  the  sign  of  the  o’erwhelming  woe 
He  wandered  half  around  the  world  to  speak ! 

The  First  Frost. 

The  frost  of  the  past  night  still  lingers  on 
The  west  and  northward  faces  of  the  hills; 

While  on  the  east  and  southward  flanks,  the  sun 
Shines  with  a  genial  warmth  and  lustrous  glow. 
The  air  is  half  and  half  or  warm  or  chill, 

As  if  it  came  from  the  opposing  mouths 
Of  a  great  meteoric  Janus-head ; 

While,  in  the  sunshine  and  the  shadow,  stand 
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The  scouts  and  skirmishers  of  Fire  and  Frost: 

The  Blue  and  Grey  again  in  deady  strife. 

A  Brilliant  Sky. 

O’erhead,  howe’er,  the  sky  is  an  abyss 
Of  a  transplendent,  lustrous,  sheenful  blue ; 

As  if  compounding  an  infinity 
Of  Amazonian  Morpho  butterflies  ! 

The  Blighted  Garden. 

Ah,  me  !  within  the  lodge’s  garden  pale, 

The  blasted,  blackened,  and  limp-hanging  leaves, 
The  wasted,  withered  stems,  and  blighted  blooms 
Of  many  tender  vines  and  flowering  herbs  ! 

I  see  not  female  form,  or  here  or  there ; 

But  ne’ertheless,  there  should  be  somewhere  in 
This  woful  waste,  methinks,  the  Hamlet-crazed, 
Flow’r-strewing  and  flow’r-decked  Ophelia. 

A  Chromatic  Prodigy. 

But  howsoever  sad  the  sight  among 
The  morning-glories  and  the  heliotropes, 

The  balsams,  asters,  and  petunias, 

Of  the  frost-blasted  garden  beds  and  borders, 

The  wooded  hill  and  mountain  flanks  present 
A  marvelous  display  of  gorgeous  hues — 

Green,  yellow,  brown,  predominating,  with, 

Or  crimson  tint  or  purple,  here  or  there : 

A  Joseph’s  coat  upon  the  country’s  back; 

A  crazy-quilt  of  continental  spread  ; 

A  weird  chaotic  fresco  on  the  walls 
Of  Appalachia  wrought  by  a  crazed 
Salvator  Rosa  in  a  midnight  dream ! 

Oh,  for  the  gauzy  wings  and  compound-eyes 
Of  the  great  iridescent  dragon-fly, 

To  flit  from  hill  to  hill  and  mount  to  mount, 

And  gorge  my  ravenous  eye-appetite 

For  hues  in  the  infinity  of  their 

Tints,  combinations,  contrasts,  and  effects , 

Here  flaunted,  a  chromatic  prodigy ! 

The  afterglow  o  f  the  departing  year ! 

The  Walnut. 

Upon  a  mammock  in  a  fulvous  field, 

With  bright  white  ox-eye  daisies  diapered 
And  crimson  sumac  and  blackberry  fringed, 

A  walnut-tree,  stripped  by  avulsive  winds 
Of  itslong  pinniform  ochraceous  leaves, 
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Displays,  upon  its  branching  terminals, 

In  twos  and  threes,  its  hull-enveloped  nuts : 

As  many  winks  to  boys  a  half  a  mile 
Away  to  come  at  once  with  wabbling-wheeled 
And  creaking  wagon,  basket,  pail,  or  bag, 

And  knock  and  shake  and  hull — and  hulling  dye 
Their  fingers  a  dark  brown — and  carry  home 
And  store  for  winter’s  cracking  without  stint ; 

In  trust  that  one  among  the  myriad 
Of  nuts  be  dropped  by  chance  and  find  within 
The  earth’s  worm-eaten  and  digested  mould 
The  sum  of  the  conditions  requisite 
To  germinate  and  grow  into  a  tree 
And  thus  perpetuate  itself  for  aye. 

How  little  think  the  squirrels  and  the  boys 
The  future  is  entrusted  to  their  thrift ! 

But  such  is  only  one  among  a  score 
Of  similar  contrivances  in  sight 
To  scatter  through  another  and  conserve. 

E’en  I  am  willy-nilly  the  world’s  slave, 

The  while  I  wander  through  the  wood  and  wold, 
Transporting  and  disseminating  seeds 
Of  boteful  wort  and  baleful  weed  alike. 

But  as  for  my  intent,  the  acts  of  one 
And  all,  of  saint  and  sinner,  sage  and  fool, 

Done  with  a  conscious  will,  or  done  without, 

Are  as  a  score  unto  a  myriad  ! 

The  Snail. 

Upon  a  herbous  interamnian  hill, 

Beneath  an  upturned  bit  of  bark,  stripped  by 
The  blasting  lightning  of  mid-summer  from 
The  trunk  of  a  great  black-jack  near,  I  note 
The  white  whorled  shell-case  of  a  snail  accoiled  : 
Its  thin  and  watery  blood  chilled  by  the  first 
Of  the  infrigidating  frosts  of  fall. 

What !  fast  asleep,  mine  alterliefest  friend  ! 

Up  !  up  and  out!  this  is  not  midnight,  nor 
The  how-dumb-dead  of  the  ice-castled  year  ! 

Out !  from  thy  self-imprisoned  oubliette — 

Out !  from  thy  self-wrought  ossuary  cell — 

Out !  from  thy  torqued  torpescence,  and  behold 
The  falling-leaf’s  fugacious  gaudiness  ! 

And  thrill  with  me  in  sympathetic  joy, 

Thou  fabled  ultimate  of  sympathy  ! 

Thou  wilt  not  stir?  The  algid  atmosphere 
Of  the  past  night  has  turned  thee  into  stone. 
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There,  turn  thee  toward  the  southing  sun,  and 
thaw — 

And  pray,  O  helix  heliolater ! 

That  thou  may’st  find  ere  night  a  better  bield 
To  shelter  thee  than  that  I’ve  robbed  thee  of! 

Ah,  there  !  at  length,  thou,  pale  and  pavid,  peep’st ! 
Thou,  first  of  wonders  to  the  wide-eyed  child ; 

The  tailor’s  dragon  of  Old  Mother  Goose  ! 

The  type  of  finger-meddling  girls  and  boys 
Who,  not  content  with  seeing  aught,  must  touch, 
As  if  their  eyes  were  on  their  feelers  still ! 

The  pet  of  poet,  sage,  and  fabulist ; 

The  study  of  the  lens-eyed  scientist ; 

Familiar  figure,  sign,  and  simile, 

In  song  and  sermon,  homily  and  jest ! 

The  last  hook  of  the  doomed  consumptive’s  hope — 
Ah,  there  !  thou  glid’st  upon  thy  ventral  foot, 

With  both  thine  eyed  and  tactile  horns  out-turned, 
And  leaving  in  thy  course  a  trail  of  slime, 

In  the  perfection  of  thv  wondrous  being ! 
Concrescent  mineral  and  animal ; 

Concorporated  house  and  habitant; 

An  austral  swagman  on  the  wallaby ! 

Or,  seemingly,  as  symboled  in  thy  shell, 

All  in  a  whirl  from  thy  mundivagations 
In  mime  and  mockery  of  me  from  mine ! 

Thou,  whirling  dervish  pent  up  in  a  box  ; 

Thou,  giddy  waltzer  turned  into  a  shell ; 

Thou,  williewaw  transmuted  into  whelk  ; 

Thou,  maelstrom  metamorphosed  into  mite ; 

Thou,  vortex  of  Descartes  incorporate ; 

Thou,  symbol  whorl  of  every  cosmic  whirl 
From  the  objective  of  the  stellar  worlds 
To  the  subjective  of  the  gazer’s  dreams  ! 

Thou,  shellback  sailor  on  a  cruise  ashore ; 

Or — pardon  all  ye  pun-abhorring  gods 
And  goddesses  of  Appalachia  !— 

Thou,  Shelley  sprite  of  solitude,  Alastor  ! 

And  there !  thou  leavest  me  again  to  lapse 
Into  lethean  delitescence  in 
Thy  shelly  convolute  hibernacle, 

Impenetrable  as  the  grave  to  all 
Hyemal  horrors  and  hibernal  blasts  ! 

Thou,  series  of  inverting  sac  in  sac ; 

Bisexual  and  yet  self-impotent 
To  reproduce  thy  kind  :  dimidiate  : 
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Two  opposite  and  supplemental  halves, 

Yet  not  a  whole  :  two  odds  and  not  an  even  : 
Brother  and  sister  and  not  man  and  wife ! 
Thou,  wonder  to  the  man  as  to  the  boy ! 

The  Pike. 

Within  a  deep  pellucid  sluggish  pool, 

With  grasses  speared  along  its  muddy  marge, 
And  ripple-formed  spumescent  flakes  afloat 
Along  its  current  lines,  and  mottling,  with 
Their  shadows,  the  dim  depths  below,  a  pike, 
Poised  in  mid-stream,  with  gently  moving  fins, 
Intent  upon  its  prey,  attracts  my  eye 
Down-looking  from  an  overarching  elm  : 

A  gun  incarnate,  loaded,  cocked,  with  eye 
Along  the  sights  and  finger  on  the  trigger. 
Anon,  a  catfish  from  the  fringe  of  grass 
Appears — close  swimming  to  the  bottom  mud ; 
When,  seemingly  a  streak  of  light,  the  pike, 
With  its  up-scooping  lower  jaw  down-thrust — 
Somewhat  like  the  disked  Botocudo’s  lip — 
Darts  under  its  down-dropping  quarry,  and, 
Despite  its  fin-sheathed  and  erectile  spines, 
Opes,  closes,  gulps,  and  swallows  in  a  trice ! 
Eftsoons,  returning  through  the  murky  flood 
With  easy  movements  to  reload  and  sight. 

Well  done  !  thou  shark  of  Appalachia ! 

Thou  pirate  of  the  flood  without  a  peer! 

So,  from  a  lofty  seat,  surrounded  by 

The  beauty  and  the  valor  of  Castile, 

Down-looking  on  a  pent  arena,  I 

Have  seen  a  butcher  with  a  glittering  blade 

Affront  and  slay  a  plunging  maddened  bull — 

The  sword-point  having  penetrated  to 

The  fatal  marrow  of  his  victim’s  neck; 

And  I  have  cried  out  Bravo !  with  the  throng ! 
So,  ere  the  sport  was  ended,  I  have  seen 
A  bull  in  desperation  charge  upon 
His  would-be  slaughterer  and  toss  him  high 
Into  the  air,  to  fall  and  break  his  neck ; 

And  I  have  cried  out  Bravo  !  lustily  ! 
Subordinating  for  the  thrilling  nonce 
All  sympathetic  feelings  for  the  slain 
In  admiration  of  the  slayer’s  skill : 

Parting  asunder,  presto  !  head  and  heart 
As  if  these  halves  to  form  a  perfect  whole 
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Had  ne’er  been  joined  and  never  would  unite ! 
And  so  our  senses  juggle  with  our  souls. 

The  Hellbender. 

And  here — afloat  for  haply  many  hours, 
Attached  to  an  abandoned  hook  and  line 
Made  fast  by  chance  to  a  projecting  root,— 

A  water-dog,  mud-alligator,  or  hellbender ! 

The  Laidly  Worm  of  Appalachia; 

The  sum  of  all  the  loathesome  things  of  earth 
Incarnate  in  the  most  repulsive  of 
Reptilian  forms  and  horrible  of  hues  : 

A  monstrous  newt  compounding  mud  and 
slime : 

A  thing  of  life  and  yet  putridity  : 

The  ultimate  of  beastly  ugliness : 

A  depth  of  hell,  involving  sinner  in 
His  sin.  ne’er  sounded  by  the  Florentine ! 

And  vet  withal  its  lapped  and  folded,  long 
Drawn  out,  and  lizard-fashioned  loathesomeness, 
An  object — through  the  spectacles  that  see 
The  ugly  and  the  beautiful  alike, 

Without  revulsion  for  the  one,  or  favor  for 
The  other — of  the  rarest  interest 
In  its  associations  and  itself! 

One  of  the  life-concatenated  links 
Connecting  with  the  Labyrinth odont 
Of  King’s  description  from  a  fossil  print 
And  Lyell’s  pilgrimage  to  verify — 

Connecting  Appalachia  to-dav 
With  Appalachia  an  eon  since, 

Engaged  in  storing  up  the  future’s  coal. 

The  Song-sparrow. 

Perched  on  the  summit  of  a  shock  of  maize, 

An  ariose  song-sparrow  plumes  itself, 

And  sings  as  merrily  and  cheerily 
As  in  the  merry  month  of  May :  as  if 
Mistaking  the  first  frost  of  winter  for 
The  last,  and  uttering  its  joy  in  song ! 

Or.  haply,  speeding  the  departing  summer 
As  warmly  as  it  whilom  welcomed  it : 

A  pretty  little  maiden  of  Japan 
As  sweetly  saying  Sai-an-ar-a  to 
The  going  as  O-ha-vo  to  the  coming. 

F 
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The  Otter. 

Stretched  at  fall  length,  upon  a  sunny  log 
Amid  a  mass  of  driftwood  lodged  within 
A  coil  of  the  vale-serpentining  stream, 

A  female  otter  basks  :  displaying,  now, 

Her  lustrous  liver-colored  back,  anon, 

Removing  snake-like  to  a  warmer  spot 
And  turning  o’er,  her  ligater  tawny  belly. 

A  curious  beast!  compounding,  seemingly, 

All  the  especial  excellences  of 

The  typic  fish-pursuers  found  among 

Tue  vertebrates:  the  arrowy-diving  and 

Web-footed  loon,  the  lithe  and  tortuous, 

Insinuating  water-snake,  and  the 

Deep-diving,  monstrous-mouthed  predaceous  pike  ! 

The  while  her  adolescent  pups  in  sport, 

With  their  fore-paws  bent  inward  on  the  breast, 
Are  sliding  down  a  wet  and  slippy  groove 
In  the  steep  clayey  bank  into  the  stream : 

Like  children  coasting  or  tobogganing 
Adown  a  hill  o’erlaid  with  snow  and  ice. 

Swish!  thump!  splash!  was  ever  play 
More  pleasurable,  innocent,  and  pure! 

And  in  the  sympathetic  jov  I  feel, 

I  marvel,  with  your  wondrous  eyes  and  ears, 

You  neither  see  the  gleaming  of  my  eyes 
Through  the  thin  screen  of  leaves  disparting  us, 
Nor  hear  the  beating  of  my  happy  heart! 

And  now,  lest  I  alarm  against  my  will 
By  chance  or  inadvertence,  fare  ye  well ! 

I  leave  ye  in  enjoyment  as  I  found. 

But  as  I  backward  step  and  break  a  branch 
Beneath  the  weight  of  my  unguarded  foot, 

Whish  !  thump  !  splash  !  away  ye  go, 

With  your  sun-basking  dam,  beneath  the  drift, 

In,  haply,  as  engrossing  misery, 

As  but  an  instant  since  in  happiness  ! 

So,  filmiest  of  fences  ever  parts 

The  exquisites  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 

The  devil  lurks  behind  the  cross  of  Christ ; 

And  hell  and  heaven  turn  upon  one  hinge. 

Wedding-Party  and  Funeral. 

Upon  a  highway,  linking  thorp  and  town, 

Like  nervous  chord  connecting  ganglia 
Of  a  great  intermontane  organism, 


43 


A  wedding-party  and  a  funeral 

Appear,  approach,  and  pass,  and  disappear : 

The  veil  of  bride  but  half  concealing  tears, 

And  that  of  widow,  wet-cheek-dimpling  smiles. 
And  so  the  earth  rotates,  half  in  the  light, 

Half  in  the  shade,  on,  on,  eternally ; 

And  life  and  death  are  but  the  crest  and  trough 
Of  troubled  waves  that  race  it  round  and  round. 

Sounds  Right  and  Left. 

Upon  my  right,  from  an  aspectant  hill, 

The  clang  and  clangor  of  the  cutter-bar 

Of  a  machine  among  the  aftermath 

Of  clover,  comes :  like  the  metallic  clack 

And  clatter  of  a  mixed  convention  of 

Migrating  blackbirds,  swamp  and  crow  :  each  clack 

And  every  of  the  clatter,  now,  a  seed, 

Anon,  a  sweet,  rubescent  clover-top ; 

Upon  my  left,  within  an  unfenced  wood, 

The  munch  and  crunch  of  swine  devouring  mast — 
A  forest  of  the  future  sacrificed. 

Faustina. 

But  hark !  as  I  approach  my  cottage,  what 
Disdordant  sounds  divide  my  audient  ears 
Between  enchantment  and  displacencv  ? 

Faustina  singing  a  sweet  lullaby, 

The  while  her  baby  cries  within  her  arms : 

A  waxing  babe  that  has  no  cause  to  cry, 

A  waning  mother  that  has  good  to  weep. 

O  complex  world  of  contrarieties ! 

A  dsedile  labyrinth  without  a  clue 

Save  that  which  follows  every  crook  and  turn 

As  intricate  as  that  it  traverses ; 

A  raveled  sleave  but  death  alone  can  knit, 

By  resolution  into  primal  element. 


WEDNESDA  Y,  October  6th, — 10.30  A.  M. 
Objective  and  Surjective. 

The  sky,  a  great  blue  eye  of  mother-love  ; 
The  air,  a  lull  between  breaths  in  a  dream 
Of  wonder  ;  and  the  earth  a  heedless  hand 
Displaying  floral  tribute  for  a  tomb, — 

I  feel  as  if  the  wondrous  Taj  Mahal 


44 


Were  somewhere  near — within  my  sight — until 
I  fear  to  look  up  lest  I  find  it  not. 

Until  I  fear  the  dreamy  subtleties 
Of  my  environment  have  entered  and 
Attinged  to  such  extent  my  mirroring  mind, 

Mv  senses  are  no  longer  slaves  but  masters. 

The  Scallop  Fungus. 

These  fungi  fringing  a  half-buried  and 
Moss-mantled  chestnut-trunk — large,  leathery, 
Escalloped,  crinkled,  overlapping  brackts, 

Above  a  bright  red  orange,  and  beneath 
The  purest  sulphur  yellow — I  scarce  note 
Them  but  I  see  in  them,  or  in  their  stead, 

An  orphrey  of  escallop  shells  upon 
A  mediaeval  sacerdotal  robe — 

Of  priest,  officiating,  haply,  at 
The  shrine  of  Compostella :  one  of  the 
Christ-christened  Sons  of  Thunder,  .James,  the 
Elder : 

The  scallop-symboled  patron  saint  of  Spain. 

Milkweed  Seed-pods. 

These  milkweed  pods,  filled  with  the  finest  of 
The  lustrous  white  asteriated  seeds 
Of  Appalachia — I  see  in  them 
The  curious  symbol-horns  upon  the  head 
Of  Michael  Angelo’s  ensculptured  Moses. 

Field  Pumpkins. 

So,  in  the  pumpkins  in  yon  field  of  topped 
And  leaf  stripped  maize — great  gold  and  orange 
globes — 

I  see  in  them  and  crawl  again  into 
The  gilded  ball  symbolic  of  the  world, 

The  pinnacle  of  mighty  London,  save 

The  Holy  Rood  it  bears,  symbolic  of 

The  Creed  of  Christ  that  dominates  the  world. 

The  Virginia  Creeper. 

So,  in  the  crimson  foliage  of  the 
Virginia  creeper  that  involves  within 
Its  slender  interlacing  clasping  stems 
The  bole  and  branches  of  yon  locust  from 
The  ground  to  two  or  more  top  terminals — 

I  see  Andromeda  stark  naked  chained 
Unto  the  rock  in  Jaffa’s  stormy  road, 
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Ablush  from  head  to  foot  in  Perseus’  gaze ; 

Anon,  Pucelle,  the  patriotic  maid 

Of  France,  burned  at  the  stake  by  British  bigots  ; 

Anon,  the  fiery  pillar  of  the  Lord 

Leading  by  night  the  harnessed  Israelites 

From  Egypt  to  the  happy  land  of  Canaan. 

Forest  Splendors. 

And  in  the  prodigality  of  the 
Rich,  rare,  and  gaudy  hues  displayed  by  the 
Primaeval  forest  of  the  mountain  flanks — 

The  sunset  of  the  year  infoliate — 

I  see  again,  as  I  have  sometime  seen, 

The  silk-appareled  exquisites  of  Tunis, 

From  tasseled  tarbooshed  head  to  feet  encased 
In  double  slippers  of  the  finest  make, 

A  marvel  of  the  Arab  dyer’s  art ; 

The  wonder-webs  of  the  recesses  of 
Constantinople’s  rug  and  robe  bazaars  ; 

The  variously  turbaned  thousands  of 
The  peacock-haunted  highways  of  Bombay  ; 

The  banner-flaunting  shop-fronts  of  Peking; 
Brazilian  feather-flow’rs,  Venetian  beads, 

Parisian  carpets  and  Cashmerean  shawls, 
Commingling  and  compounding:  strangely,  now, 
A  coryphama-dolphin  dying  on 
A  sunny  deck  in  the  Red  Sea :  anon, 

A  haunting  recollection  through  the  night 
Of  Spain’s  great  gallery  of  paintings  in 
Madrid  inspected  the  preceding  day  : 

Anon,  skytoading  into  fantasies 
From  Delos  bursting  at  Apollo’s  birth 
Into  a  bloom  of  brightest  colors,  to 
The  Redskin  warrior  of  Hannastown 
Condemned  to  death  for  murder  lav  the  Whites, 
Come,  from  the  forest  to  make  good  his  word 
And  meet  his  doom,  bedaubed  from  head  to  foot 
With  the  most  gorgeous  paints  the  earth  affords ! 

The  Painted  Leaf. 

I  marvel  what  a  mortal  born  and  bred 
Amid  the  evergreens  of  Amazonia, 

Or  Australasia,  would  think  and  say,  x 
To  see  the  farded  foliage  of  Fall 
Within  the  heard  of  Appalachia ! 

As  inconceivable  to  him  in  his 
Monotonous  environment,  belike, 
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As,  once  upon  a  memorable  time, 

Were  snow  and  ice  to  Siam’s  sweltering  king ! 

The  Falling  Leaf. 

So,  to  the  wight  that  wots  alone  of  the 
Persistent  leafage  of  the  evergreens, 

What  marvel  of  all  marvels  in  his  sight 
The  perdifoils  of  Appalachia 
Disparting  with  their  foliage  in  Autumn  ! 
Sloughing  their  leafage  like  a  snake  its  skin  ! 

Yon  academic  beech,  perhaps,  from  whose 
Attenuated  terminals,  e’en  now 
The  golden  leaves  descend,  without  or  worm 
To  cut  a  stem,  or  breath  of  wind  to  strip, — 
Affixing  him  in  wonder  to  the  spot ! 

A  fascinating  spectacle — if  not, 

A  soul-affrighting  portent  of  destruction, 

As  was  to  many,  young  and  old  alike, 

The  meteoric  show’r  of  ’  Thirty -three  ! 

Crickets  and  Grasshoppers. 

The  wdiile  I  traverse  a  red-clover  field, 
Innumerable  unseen  crickets  tear 
The  silken  web  of  silence  into  an 
Infinity  of  dainty  shreds  of  noise ; 

And  scores  of  red-thighed  and  fan-folding-winged 
Grasshoppers  start  up  from  the  aftermath 
And  radiate  in  glittering  flight  around ; 

As  I  have  seen  full  many  a  time  and  oft 
The  flying-fish  of  tropic  seas  in  schools 
Arise  at  the  cutwater  of  the  ship 
And  scatter  scintillating  far  and  wide: 

Ambitious  fish  that  would  be  butterflies! 

Black  Bass  and  White  Sucker. 

From  a  rude  bridge  of  unhewn  logs  across 
A  limpid  shallow  stream,  I  pause  to  note 
A  little  spotted-tailed  black-bass  torment 
A  red-finned  and  big-scaled  white  sucker  thrice 
Its  size — descend  upon  it,  bite  its  fins, 

Oppose  its  progress,  nip  its  gills,  and  start 
And  stop,  and  insolenlty  pose  around 
About,  as  if  in  emulation  of 
A  Bantam-cock  before  an  overgrown, 

Unwieldy  and  white-feathered  Shanghai;  or 
A  spunky  little  chap  at  village  school 
About  a  big,  slab-sided  country  gawk 
With  a  capacious  stomach  for  potatoes, 
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Pies,  mush  and  milk,  and  dumplings— not  to  fight. 
The  water-world  is  a  weird  mirror  of 
The  world  of  air  above :  as,  looking  back 
Into  the  boy  the  patriarch  is  seen : 

Into  the  bud  the  future  leaf  or  flower  : 

Into  the  base  the  summit  of  the  mount : 

As  ever  looking  back  from  an  evolved 
Descent,  the  last  is  found  within  the  first. 

The  Snapping  Turtle. 

Upon  the  bank  of  an  old  mill-dam,  drained 
For  its  amendment  ere  the  winter  rains 
Set  in, — surrounded  by  a  half  a  score 
Of  wond’ring  and  exulting  men  and  boys,— 

A  snapping-turtle,  but  a  moment  since 
Extracted  from  its  snug  and  unctuous 
Ensconcement  in  the  mill-dam  bottom’s  ooze, 
Attracts  me  to  it,  and,  at  once,  with  its 
Uncouth  peculiarities,  awarps 
The  mirror  of  my  mind  to  such  extent 
I  image  nothing  save  distortedly — 

In  fanciful  and  humorous  burlesque. 

In  vain  I  note  the  overlapping  blades 

Of  the  mud-monster’s  scissor  jaws  ;  the  brown 

And  orange  dots  in  its  bright  yellow  eyes  ; 

Its  rapidly  extensile  neck  in  lieu 
Of  speedy  locomotion  otherwise  ; 

The  triple  carinations  and  the  deep 
Posterior  notches  of  the  carapace  : 

The  long  and  tap’ring  fulchral  tail,  with  its 
Serrated  crest  of  coriaceous  nodes ; 

The  web  between  its  toes  ;  its  sharp  curved  claws  ; 
Its  long  and  synchronously  lifting  legs 
With  the  extension  of  its  special  neck; 

Its  scaly,  warty,  wrinkled,  muddy  skin 
Affringed  with  leeches  at  defenceless  points ; 

Its  brace  of  barbels  underneath  the  chin ; 

Its  nostrils  at  the  top-tip  of  its  nose 

That  it  may  breathe  with  but  the  point  exposed 

Above  the  surface  of  the  water  while 

It  hangs  unseen  in  wily  wait  below  ; 

Its  eyes  well  forward  to  .observe  its  prey — 

In  vain  I  pass  from  point  to  point  of  its 
Exterior  peculiarities, 

I  cannot  rid  me  of  a  haunting  whim 
The  reptile  is  not  as  I  see  it,  but 
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A  hideous  hash  compounding  crocodile 
And  serpent  scraps  in  mutilated  forms, 

Well  seasoned  with  an  individual 
Diablery,  and  served  up  in  a  dish 
Still  in  chaotic  and  unpottered  mud ! 

And  scenting  the  whole  boarding-house  with  musk ! 

Commingling  Birds. 

Here,  in  a  certain  portion  of  the  wood 
Determined  haply  by  their  food  supply, 
Innumerable  birds  make  merry,  eat, 

Flit,  call  and  fight,  scream,  scratch  and  climb  and 
peck — 

Nuthatches,  robins,  dickers,  buntings,  jays, 
Sapsuckers,  bluebirds,  pigeons,  wrens,  and  crows — 
In  startling  incompatibility 
With  the  sad  sentiments  associate 
With  Autumn:  like  a  riotous  infare 
Of  gluttons  to  a  funeral’s  baked  meats. 

The  Wood  Peewee. 

There,  the  sepulchral  silence  is  disturbed 
Alone  by  the  threnetic  notes  and  sad 
Sustaltic  tones  of  the  wood -peewee,  perched 
Upon  a  dead  depending  limb  apart 
From  all  the  autumn  forest’s  feathered  throng. 

In  dusky  olivaceous  tones  and  tints, 

Compounding  brown  and  yellow,  ash,  and  black, — 
Incarnate  in  the  form  of  dainty  bird. 

The  saddest  and  the  sweetest  of  the  sighs 

From  the  great  heart  of  Appalachia 

At  parting  with  the  world  of  sweets  of  Summer ! 

The  Ground-Squirrel. 

Elsewhere,  with  their  incessant  chuck !  chuck  ! 
The  chipmunks  make  the  forest  to  the  ear 
A  frog-pond  in  the  mating  month  of  Spring. 

Most  interesting  little  beasts,  these  chipmunks  ! 
Half  squirrel  and  half  gopher  in  their  form 
And  habits :  hybernating  like  the  ground-hog, 

The  weather-wise  Old  Probabilities 
Of  the  facetiousness  of  Februeer. 

I  marvel  what  the  little  fellows  dream 

Through  their  long  sleep :  enough,  y  wis,  to  make 

A  fairy-book  of  Appalachia ! 

Ti-ie  Ridger. 

With  heavy  hoe  in  hand,  a  ridger  digs 
Potatoes  in  a  deadening  upon 
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A  mountain  top  :  a  weird  and  eldritch  place : 

The  skeletons  of  the  great  girdled  pines, 

Or  standing  where  the  mountain  monarchs  died 
Erect  as  sunbeams,  lustrous,  pearly-grey, 

Or  storm-o’erthrown,  laid  broken  on  the  ground  ; 
Like  the  blanched  bones  of  the  Hawaiian  host 
O’erwhelmed  by  an  invisible  efflux 
Of  death-breath  from  great  Ki-lau-e-a’s  lungs, 

And  left  to  whiten  where  the  warriors  fell. 

But  wots  the  laboring  wight  no  more  of  the 
Drear  aspect  of  this  mountain  nemoral 
God’s  acre,  than,  perhaps,  he  wots  of  a 
Similitude  between  the  tuber-like 
Excrescence  of  the  subterranean  stem 
Of  the  potato  and  the  navel-sack 
Of  a  young  shad  or  salmon  :  both  alike 
A  needful  store  of  infant  nourishment. 

And  wherefore  should  he  wot  of  this  or  that? 
Would  all  the  wisdom  of  the  world  make  light 
His  heavy  hoe,  or  straighten  his  bent  back, 

Or  make  him  more  contented  with  his  lot? 

Ah,  no !  But  give  it  him  this  moment,  and 
His  meagre  mongrel  dogs  that  lie  around, 

Would  start  up  in  affright  and  bark  at  him  ; 

His  wife  would  know  him  not  and  call  him  crank ; 
His  children  flee  from  him  ;  his  neighbors  stare  ; 
His  happy  cabin  turn  into  a  hell ; 

And  leave  him  no  escape  from  endless  woe, 

Save  through  the  noosing  of  a  hickory  string ! 
Adapt  a  man  to  one  environment, 

And  cast  him  headlong  into  any  other, 

And  kill  him  as  inevitably,  as 
An  ocean  fish  cast  into  desert  sand. 

In  proof  of  this,  go  anywhere,  where  the 
New  civilizing  Centaur  of  the  world — 

Man  and  machine  compounding,  half  and  half — 

Has  altered  the  surroundings  of  a  wild 

And  barb’rous  race,  the  trav’ler  finds  the  race 

Extinct — a  memory  alone — as  in 

The  sometime  densely  peopled  islands  of 

The  mid-Amerique  Carrihean  Sea ; 

Or  fast  becqming  so,  as  I  have  seen, 

In  the  fair  Edens  of  the  vast  Pacific  : 

And  that  in  spite  of  everything  to  save 
Done  by  the  Centaur,  saving  that  alone 
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That  can  avail,  to  go  back  whence  he  came 
And  leave  the  isles  and  their  inhabitants 
To  lapse  into  a  savage  state  again. 

Woe  worth  the  day  unto  the  world  !  the  last 
Of  the  Hawaiians  and  the  Maoris  dies ! 

A  type  of  man,  judged  as  he  should  be  judged 
From  his  environment  alone,  superb  ! 

An  ultimatum  to  the  man  of  thought 
To  be  admired  and  marveled  at  as  the 
Gigantic  shark  of  India’s  mighty  main, 

The  water-boa  of  the  Amazon, 

The  ostrich  of  the  Afric  desert,  and 
The  tiger  of  the  jungle  of  Bengal. 

“  Good  morrow,  neighbor  John  !  I  hope  you  are 
Not  disappointed  in  your  patch  this  Fall?  ” 

“Wall,  no  !  I  can’t  say  thet  I  be  :  enough’s  enough  : 

An’  ef  I  scratch  aroun’  until  I  git 

The  hull  uv  them  thet’s  hyur,  I  guess  I’ll  git 

Enough  to  keep  the  pot  a-bilin’  till 

The  summer  comes  agin ;  an’  more  nur  thet, 

I  wouldn’t  know  jes  what  to  do  with,  nur 
I  wouldn’t  keer  to  bother  much  about. 

Too  much  is  jes  ez  bad  ez  not  enough.  ” 

“  Fine  weather  for  the  farmer,  this  !  ”  “  Wall,  yes  ; 

A  man  ez  would  find  fault  with  weather  sich 
Ez  this,  is  mos’  too  good  fur  this  hyur  yearth, 

An’  be  to  fight  most  mighty  shy  uv  heaven ! 

I  hope  the  folks  at  home  is  heartsomelike.” 

I  thank  thee  for  thy  wish,  good  neighbor  John  ; 
Expressed  in  homely  phrase  although  it  be ; 

For  well  I  wot  the  goodness  of  thy  heart, 

As  free  from  greed  and  malice  and  mistrust — 
From  pride  and  envy,  jealousy  and  hate, 

As  only  can  the  heart  of  him  whose  soul 
Is  sated  when  the  body  cries  enough. 

Faustina. 

Reclining  on  a  rustic  bench,  beneath 
A  canopy  of  painted  perdifoils, 

Faustina  rests  and  dreams  with  half  closed  eyes, 
The  while  her  babe  within  his  carriage  sleeps  : 

The  falling  leaves  descending  silently 
Upon  the  twain:  as  fall  the  feet  of  Time 
To  Happiness :  and  mine  as  I  approach, 
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Until,  my  bosom  heaving  as  I  near, 

I  stand  entranced,  and  tears  start  from  my  eves ; 
As  when,  at  the  approach  of  even,  in 
The  library  of  Florence — after  the 
Ten  thousand  raptures  of  the  day — I  held 
Within  my  hands  an  ancient  tome,  and  gazed 
At  the  contemporaneously  limned 
Iconochrom.es  upon  opposing  leaves, 

Of  rapt  Petrarcha  and  the  idol  of 
His  soul  and  song,  incomparable  Laura ! 

0  exquisite  presentment  to  the  eye 
And  the  imagination  of  the  hour 
Approaching  noun  of  a  mid-autumn  day 
Within  the  heart  of  Appalachia ! 

As  compassable  and  complete  in  its 
Perfection  as  the  full  moon  in  mid-sky  ! 

A  symbol  scene,  more  sweet  and  yet  more  sad, 
More  circumscribed  and  yet  more  compassing, 

More  simple  sight  and  yet  more  subtle  sense, 

Nor  artist  ever  put  in  paint  or  stone, 

Nor  poet  in  the  witchery  of  words! 

By  fate  in  a  fantastic  mood  contrived, 

Or  by  felicitous  fortuity. 

1  do  not  ask — I  simply  see  and  sigh  ! 


MONDA  Y,  October  lltli, — 11.30  A.  31. 

Cirrus  Cloud  Effects. 

With  cirrus  clouds  in  an  infinity 
Of  twisted,  whisked  and  whorled,  amd  streaming 
forms, 

The  sky  presents  the  aspect  of  the  sea 
When  churned  by  a  cyclonic  hurricane : 

Successive  ragged  crests  involving  air 
And  whitening,  then  overwhelming  one 
Another,  and  effecting  in  the  depths 
Of  green  or  grey  or  blue  or  black  below, 

Or  streak  or  stripe,  or  earn  el  cloud,  as  they 
Fortuitously  part,  combine,  or  clash. 

The  Blue  Haze  of  Autumn. 

The  atmosphere  is  deliquescent  pearl ; 

In  which  the  nacrous  sheen  is  bright  anear, 
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But  dull  afar  :  lost  in  a  bluish  haze  : 

The  autumn  ure  of  Appalachia. 

The  Pap.tycolored  Perdifoils. 

From  a  commanding  mount,  I  look  upon 
A  world  of  partycolored  perdifoils 
Within  a  point  of  the  extreme  attained 
In  their  commorient  intinc.tion,  till, 

My  eyes  all  in  the  mirlygoes  in  a 
Bewilderment  of  wonder  and  delight, 

The  miles  of  gorgeous  macculation  fade 

And  vanish  from  my  sight;  and,  in  their  stead — 

The  infinite  becoming  finite,  and 

The  shapeless,  form — I  see  in  fancy  an 

Innumerable  host  of  harlequins 

Concentre  into  one  that  takes  unto 

Himself  the  features  and  the  antics  of 

The  king  of  clowns  to  me  a  youth,  Dan  Rice. 

Anon,  the  Crescent  City’s  Mardi-gras  ; 

Anon,  a  myriad  of  mountebanks 

In  mask  and  motley  mocking  Death  ;  anon, 

The  piebald  pageant  of  the  Dance  of  Death 
Of  mediaeval  Europe  ;  and  anon, 

A  group  of  mourning  women  I  beheld 
Around  a  grave  upon  the  mountain  flank 
O’erlooking  old  Damascus  from  the  west, 
Commingling  curiosity  and  mirth 
With  their  prescriptive  wailing  and  distress. 

Anon,  a  continental  concremation  ; 

Succeeded  by  a  Christian  act  of  faith — 

O  Christ  recrucified  ! — recalling  to 

My  mind  the  spot  in  Spain  associate 

With  the  barbaric  butcheries  of  scarce 

A  century  ago — a  spot  I  visited 

And  shuddered  o’er  through  the  succeeding  night ; 

Anon,  Servetus  in  the  old  world  at 

The  stake,  and  Guatimozin  in  the  new 

Upon  his  fiery  bed  of  roses ;  then, 

The  body  of  an  unknown  woman  drawn 
From  the  most  holy  of  the  streams  of  Ind, 

The  age-begodded  Ganges,  and  reduced 
To  ashes  in  Benares  in  my  sight ; 

And  this  most  weird  of  recollections,  by 
Some  alchemy  of  the  incaverned  brain 
Beyond  the  comprehension  of  itself, 
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•In  turn  metempsy  chasing  into  a 
Conceit  of  Dante — Farinata  in 
A  zone  of  flame,  erect,  with  pride-curled  lip, 

As  if  he  scorned  the  very  fires  of  hell ! 

Anon,  borne  by  remembrance  of  effects 
Produced  by  multiplicity  in  hue, 

I  pass  again  into  the  palace  of 
The  Moorish  kings,  the  mountain-perched  Alham¬ 
bra  ; 

And  look  around  me  at  the  wondrous  walls 
Of  painted  stucco,  from  the  blood-stained  floor 
To  the  faveolated  vault — a  maze 
Of  featly-wrought  consarcinated  squares. 

Anon,  I  pass  to  Moscow’s  citadel, 

The  trophy-cannoned  Kremlin,  and  review 
The  polychrome  interiors  of  its 
Cathedral  piles,  compounding  shafts  ensheathed 
In  malachite  and  lapis  lazuli, 

The  richest  silks  dyed  in  the  east  and  west, 

Rare  gems  set  into  painted  canvases, 

And  intergleaming  gold,  like  sunshine  caught 
And  by  some  chemic  power  solidified. 

Anon,  I  wander  to  the  city  of 
My  fondest  fantasies  and  fairest  dreams, 

Firenzi,  and  review  the  chapel  of 

The  Medici,  inlaid  with  precious  stones — 

A  prodigy  of  prodigality 

In  gaudy  gem  adornment  and  display. 

Anon,  in  quick  succession  to  the  tombs 
And  palaces  of  Agra,  pausing  at 
The  mausoleum  of  the  grandsire  of 
The  Eady  of  the  Taj,  Itmad-u d-Daulah — 

The  whole  of  the  exterior  inlaid 

With  precious  stones  in  arabesques  and  flowers, 

In  such  profusion,  that,  approaching  it, 

I  fancied  it  composed  of  painted  tiles ! 

Its  very  substance  metamorphosing 
Into  a  seeming  despicable  sham  : 

The  opposite  of  that  effected  by 

The  painted  stucco-work  of  the  Alhambra : 

A  lesson  in  the  reciprocity 

Of  sham  and  substance  to  be  conned  betimes. 
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The  Sassafras. 

At  length,  among  the  parried  perdifoils 
Producing  these  effects  in  general, 

A  sassafras  attracts  my  eyes  to  it, 

And  breaks  at  once  the  great  chromatic  whole 
Into  a  myriad  of  painted  parts : 

Its  polymorphous  leaves  displaying  the 
Most  gorgeous  orange  and  the  brightest  green  ; 
The  colors  of  the  ever-warring  Celts 
In  shreds  and  patches  on  the  battle-field. 

A  Floating  Leaf. 

Upon  a  gently  flowing  limpid  stream, 

A  curled  empurpled  leaflet  lightly  floats  : 

In  semblance  a  medusa  man-of-war 
So  wondrously  exact,  I  sail  again 
The  Caribbean  Sea,  and  marvel  at 
The  eye-scope  of  its  sheenful  azure  flecked 
With  the  fair  floating  films  of  amethyst. 

Contrasting  Evergreens  and  Perdifoils. 

Upon  the  northern  aspect  of  a  mount, 

A  sombre  grove  of  evergreens,  begirt 
By  flaunting  partycolored  perdifoils, 

So  closely  simulates  the  shadow  of 
A  passing  cloud,  I  look  up,  but  in  vain, 

To  find  it  in  the  cirrus  flakes  and  gauze: 

A  plaster-patch  confounded  with  a  mole 
Among  the  flesh-tints  and  the  freckles  of 
A  buxom,  blowsy,  steatopvgous 
Ridge  Rosalind  of  two  and  twenty  summers. 

An  Eerie  Leopard  Luminosity. 

Within  a  wood,  commingling  evergreens 
And  perdifoils — the  hemlock  chief  among 
The  former,  and  the  beech  with  golden  leaves 
Among  the  latter — a  peculiar  light, 
Compounding  sun  and  moon -shine  seemingly, 
Attracts  and  fascinates  me  like  a  spell : 

A  mellow,  mottled,  mystic  glimmering, 
Wrought  by  the  riddle  of  the  ramage  and 
The  filter  of  the  foliage,  combined 
With  leaf-reflections  and  transmissions  in 
A  myriad  of  wood-capricious  ways  : 

An  eerie  leopard  luminosity, 

As  I  have  seen  elsewhere  alone  within 
The  weird  recess  of  Fingal’s  Cave,  illumed 
By  the  reflecting  waves,  that,  entering 
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The  antre  through  its  Gothic  arch  in  awe, 

As  if  invading  a  sea-sanctuary, 

Lash,  crash,  and  splash,  within  its  columned  nave, 
In  the  rebound  of  their  imposed  restraint. 

The  Atalanta  Butterfly. 

Upon  a  bit  of  bark,  within  my  path, 

An  Atalanta  butterfly  alights, 

And,  with  the  sauciest  of  movements,  shifts, 

Until  the  proper  vantage  point  secured, 

Flips  twice  or  thrice  its  mottled  upright  wings 
As  if  to  flash  a  warning  to  the  world, 

And  then  deliberately  lays  them  down 
And  flaunts  their  bright  contrasting  upper  hues 
Full  in  the  southing  sunshine  and  my  sight. 
Whence  com’st  and  wherefore,  bright  September 
stray  ? 

Within  this  world  of  seeming  floral  hues, 

Thou’dst  probe  with  thy  uncoiled  tube-tongue  in 
vain 

For  the  minutest  of  nectarean  drops : 

The  farded  forest  of  October  is 
A  Barmecidal  feast  to  such  as  thee, 

Thou,  life-illumined,  lingering  summer-blink  ! 

Or  dost  thou  come,  directed  by  the  fate 
That  favors  slily  and  betimes  the  wight 
That  wanders  round  the  world  in  vain  to  find 
The  symbol  of  all  symbols  to  express 
A  chaos-world  within  a  cosmos-word? 

If  so  ;  most  happily  thou  serv’st  me  now, 

Thou,  burdalane  of  summer  butterflies. 

The  mottled  under  surface  of  thy  wings, 

Upright  displayed,  presents  in  miniature 
The  marvelously  macculated  mund 
Within  my  vision  from  this  height,  erect ; 

And  their  resplendent  upper  surface,  with 
The  brightest  of  contrasting  hues  bedight 
In  well  defined  and  bounded  band  and  dot, 
Displayed  with  studious  deliberation, 

The  wondrous  whole  resolved  to  painted  part, 

To  me  discerning  with  concentred  gaze 
On  this  or  that  illumined  leaf  in  hand. 

And  so,  O  exquisite  epitome ! 

0  fair  and  finite  effigy  of  the 
Illimitable  leaf-illumination 
Aflash,  aflare,  aflaunt  on  every  side ; 

As  if  thou  wert  in  fact  the  infinite 
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Enclipped  within  the  compass  of  a  brooch, 

A  wrooer-bab,  or  buckle  of  a  shoe, 

And  fashioned  featlv  in  a  fairy  form ! 

Thou,  firefly  of  the  forest  firmament ! 

Thou,  winged  spark,  belike,  that,  flitting  from 
One  mountain  to  another,  hath  involved 
The  forest  in  a  gen’ral  conflagration — 

Thou,  mimic  firebrand-fox,  farewell. 

The  Pond  Stjnfish. 

Within  a  pond — filled  in  the  spring  by  the 
Backwater  of  a  dam,  and  forming  thence 
A  crude  hygrometer,  responsive  to 
The  rains  and  droughts  of  the  succeeeding  year — 
Amid  a  tangled  mass  of  water-worts 
Forming  a  miniature  Sargasso  Sea 
Within  a  miniature  Atlantic, — the 
Pond  sunfish  lurks  in  labyrinthine  aisles, 

And  launches  on  its  unsuspecting  prey 
Confounding  it  with  its  environment : 

Its  hues  comprising  olivaceous  green, 

Grey,  gold,  and  black,  and  brilliant  red,  in  a 
Bewilderment  of  band  and  line  and  dot. 

Ah,  me  !  in  passing  the  familiar  pond, 

Whence,  in  my  youth,  with  a  well-weighted  net, 
Drawm  deftly  o’er  the  flattened  water-worts, 

I  brought  to  shore  and  took  in  hand  the  first 
Of  these  most  exquisitely  painted  fish 
To  fill  my  wond’ring  and  delighted  vision — 

The  joy  I  felt  I  never  can  forget ! 

And  yet,  perhaps,  the  joy  I  feel  to-dav, 

In  looking  o’er  the  surface  of  the  pond, 

And  fancying  its  finny  forms  below 
In  all  the  bravery  of  brigandage, 

Is  more  intense;  just  as  in  sentiency 
The  man  is  more  developed  than  the  boy. 

The  Painted  Emys. 

Upon  a  water-soaked  and  half-submerged 
Tree  trunk,  and  on  a  poise  the  slightest  push 
With  upper  feet  would  turn  into  a  slide 
Into  the  sluggish  pool,  a  terrapin 
Basks  in  the  sun  :  a  film  of  greyish  mud 
Obscuring  somewhat  the  red  pencilings 
Upon  the  olivaceous  verdant  skin 
Of  its  protruding  head,  neck,  legs,  and  tail, 

And  under  surface  of  its  flattened  shell. 
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Encased  timidity  !  incaverned  fear ! 
Emprisoned  self!  inurned  vitality  ! 

I  marvel  at  the  reciprocity 

Between  thy  fear  and  its  effects  expressed 

So  unmistakably  in  thy  encasement ! 

The  act  of  shrinking  inward  in  affright 
Re-acting  outward  in  skin-hardening, 

Until  impregnability  to  all 

Thy  foes  attained  in  an  encasing  shell, 

Thou  livest  in  thy  abject  helplessness 
From  year  to  year,  and,  haply,  age  to  age, 

A  lesson  in  the  text-book  of  the  world 
That  cannot  be  too  often  conned  by  the 
Enfeebled  and  afeared  among  mankind. 
There  are  more  reasons  than  the  semblances 
Presented  by  thy  form  that  thou  shouldst  be 
The  symbol  of  eternal  life  that  thou 
Hast  been  for  ages  in  the  orient : 

Conserving,  as  thou  dost,  the  spark  of  life 
Eternally  within  a  seeming  tomb. 

The  Wood-Duck. 

Among  the  sedges  forming  subtle  screens 
To  many  a  water-way  for  swimming  birds 
Along  the  margin  of  a  placid  pool 
Reflecting  vividly  the  mottled  hues 
Of  overarching  perdifoil  and  sky, 

A  wood-duck — happily  unconscious  of 
An  eye  observant  in  an  alder  clump — 
Swims  unreservedly  or  in  and  out 
The  marginal  canals,  or  in  the  pool — 

A  mirror  doubling  its  superb  display 
Of  diverse  colors  and  metallic  sheens 
So  daintily  and  so  delightfully, 

Thrill  after  thrill  of  rapture  courses  through 
My  passive  body  and  evolves  into 
As  many  fancies  in  my  active  mind 
Of  this  or  that  enchanting  scene  within 
The  brain-rolled  panorama  of  the  past : 

At  sunrise  from  the  Alps  girt  Rigi’s  height, 
At  midday  from  the  Corcovado’s  crest, 

At  sunset  in  Japan’s  fair  inland  sea, 

At  midnight  on  the  moonlit  Amazon  ! 

O  inexsuperably  painted  bird  ! 

Compounding  richest  of  metallic  greens, 
Bronzed  purple,  violet,  brown,  yellow,  grey, 
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Snow-white  and  silvery  and  velvet-black, 

In  pie  and  pencil,  dot  and  dash  and  tinge; 

Of  all  the  birds  of  Appalachia, 

Illumed  the  most  elaborately  !  and 
Of  all  the  ducks  of  the  awond’ring  world 
Without  a  peer  in  beauty  save  alone 
Its  periecian  cousin  of  Cathay  ! 

A  motley  maze,  as  rare  and  radiant 
As  a  mosaic  of  the  richest  gems ! 

A  vivid  vision  of  variety  ! 

The  Wood-Theusii. 

Far  in  the  farded  forest’s  heart  of  hearts, 

In  such  a  silence  I  have  never  felt 
Save  in  the  catacombs  of  ancient  Rome, 

Tub  sepulcare  of  Egypt’s  sacred  bulls, 

The  rock-cut  temples  of  the  ghauts  of  Ind, 

Or  other  subterranean  recess 

By  art  or  nature  wrought, — a  single  note 

Arrests  my  wayward  steps,  and,  seemingly, 

Tne  beating  of  my  heart,  in  my  intent 
To  catch  the  looked  for  show’r  of  which 
I  caught  the  first  of  the  prelusive  drops. 

A  single  note,  but  as  significant 

To  my  accustomed  ear,  as  loving  word 

From  fond  Faustina’s  lips,  proclaiming  the 

Propinquitv  of  Appalachia’s 

Most  marvelous  of  melodists,  the  wood-thrush! 

So,  in  the  golden  wattle,  scented  wood 
Of  New  South  Wales,  hearing  the  magic  note 
Of  the  secluded  lyre-bird,  I  have  paused 
And  breathlessly  awaited  an  encore. 

Ah,  there  thou  flitt’st,  in  modest  shades  of  brown 
With  pencilings  of  white  and  dots  of  black — 
Thou  wonder  of  the  warblers  of  the  wood ! 

Within  thy  dainty  bulk,  the  means  and  might 
To  pour  out  such  a  sea  of  songful  sounds 
That  were  they  metamorphosed  into  paints 
Would  pie  the  forest  as  I  see  it  now ! 

The  Wild-Cat. 

Within  a  dark  and  bloody  ground— akin 
To  the  Boone-pioneered  Kentucky — ’twixt 
The  farded  forest  and  the  furrowed  field  : 

With,  haply,  here  and  there,  great  fallen  trees 
Harb’ring  a  host  of  wild  beasts  in  the  caves 
Formed  by  their  ruptured  and  decaying  roots, 
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And  in  the  hollows  of  their  boles  and  limbs ; 
And,  here  and  there,  as  well,  a  bushy  patch, 

A  thorny  thicket,  or  fmtescent  fringe, 

Harb’ring  in  turn  another  myriad 
Of  lurking  prowlers  and  latescent  prey— 

In  such  a  neutral  no-man’s-land,  nor  wood 
Nor  wold,  shared  equally  by  life  and  death, — 

A  wild  cat,  crouched  upon  a  fallen  log, 

Awaits  the  coming  of  a  mottled  quail 
Within  the  range  of  its  unerring  leap  : 

Till  hearing,  scenting,  or  espying  me,  away 
The  wary  beast  in  silence  flees,  and  the 
Bewildered  bird  darts  rustling  here  and  there, 

Till  whirr  !  it  takes  its  flight  afar  afield. 

Most  interesting  beast,  this  little  lynx  ! 

The  tvpic  tiger  dwarfed  and  blanched  into 
The  merest  shadow  of  its  standard  self: 

Its  head  no  bigger  than  a  sucking  babe’s, 

Its  tail  abbreviated  to  a  goat’s, 

Its  orange-tawny  toned  to  rufous  grey, 

Its  velvet-black  encircling  stripes,  to  faint 
And  broken  obsolescent  brownish  spots, 

And  its  incomparable  courage  damped 
To  the  destruction  of  defenceless  birds ! 

A  puny,  pygmy,  despicable  pard ! 

Recalling  to  my  mind  the  meagre,  wan, 

And  miserable  wretches  I  have  seen 
In  the  West  Indies — the  degenerate 
Descendants  of  the  warlike  stirp  of  Spain — 
Flute-legged,  scrawny,  mildewed  D’ego  runts  ! 

A  Political  Pageant  and  Parade. 

Adown  the  main  street  of  a  county  seat, 

In  the  expression  of  a  partizan 
Prelation  for  a  civic  president, 

A  great  political  procession  moves ; 

While,  sitting  at  the  window  of  an  inn, 
Observant,  audient,  contemplative, 

I  disarticulate  the  wondrous  worm 
And  isolate  its  sev’ral  special  parts 
As  they  appear  and  disappear  before  me. 

The  marshal :  symboled  by  rosette  and  sash, 
And  mounted  on  a  proudly  prancing  horse : 
Impatient  in  the  van :  flushed,  hoarse,  and  grim 
A  pussy,  thin-skinned  grocer  of  the  town  : 

How  dearly  on  the  morrow  will  he  deem 
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His  short-lived  glories  bought  with  saddle-galls  ! 

The  big  drum-major  of  a  city  band  : 

Beneath  a  monstrously  big  bear-skin  hat, 

With  gilded  lace  in  loops  across  his  breast, 

And  flourishing  a  silver-headed  staff : 

Betimes,  upcasting  it  and  catching  it 
In  its  descent  with  great  dexterity  : 

Especially  when  to  the  right  or  left, 

As  seen  from  out  the  corner  of  an  eve, 

A  pretty  maiden  may  admire  his  skill ! 

The  well-drilled  band — Ah,  me  !  I  never  hear 
The  crash  of  many  brazen  instruments, 

But  in  the  thrill  I  feel,  I  see  again, 

As  they  appeared  to  me  an  awe-struck  boy, 

The  green  and  white  floods  of  Niagara, 

Descend  into  involving  clouds  of  mist ! 

The  orators  of  national  repute  : 

In  a  barouche  drawn  by  a  spanking  span 
Of  gaily  harnessed,  plumed,  and  flag-decked  bays 
Their  silk  hats  crinkled,  fluffed,  and  set  awry, 
Their  countenances  haggard,  wan,  and  bleared, 
Their  necks  encased  in  colored  comforters, 

Their  bulk  in  overcoats  scarce  bigger  than 
The  letters  of  their  fence-placarded  names  ! 

How  readily  distinguished  at  a  glance 
From  the  committee-men  escorting  them  : 
Bright-eyed,  and  rigidly  awreath  with  smiles  : 
One  in  his  wedding-suit,  moth-eaten,  creased, 

And  most  uncomfortably  scant  for  the 
Post-nuptial  increase  in  his  dimensions  ; 

The  other  in  a  borrowed  clergyman’s, 

Disguised  adroitly  bv  his  subtle  spouse 
With  purple  neck-tie,  gloves,  and  crimson  sash  ! 

The  vehicles  of  every  age  and  shape, 
Containing  local  speakers,  candidates, 

Traditional  war-horses  of  the  past, 

Ambitious  bar-room  bummers  to  the  rude 
Exclusion  of  the  aged  and  the  maimed ; 

And  here  and  there,  a  little  star-eyed  child 
Upon  a  reviviscent  grandsire’s  knee : 

Life  linked  by  sympathetic  love  to  life : 

The  ord  and  end  of  our  humanity : 
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Affecting  me  as  ever  youth  and  age 
Associate  and  interblending  do  : 

Breaking  the  film  of  lava-ice  above, 

And  showing  the  heart’s  fires  below,  at  once ! 

The  delegation  from  Persimmon  Ridge  : 

In  a  great  wagon  drawn  by  oxen,  wreathed 
With  interwoven  perdifoils  and  pines  : 

And  bearing  in  the  middle  of  its  bed 
An  upright  sapling  with  a  raccoon  chained 
Among  the  leafy  branches  left  atop  : 

And  with  a  home-made  flag,  in  swirling  folds 
Encircling  the  peeled  tap’ring  shaft  below : 

The  regulation  order  of  the  stripes  reversed 
The  hues  at  variance  with  the  prescribed, 

And  the  symbolic  firmament  of  stars 
Concentred  in  a  round  and  rayless  moon ! 

But  what  of  that,  and  the  misspellings  on 
The  painted  banner  borne  by  one  among 
The  motley  throng  within  the  wagon  bed : 

“  We  Ar  The  Boys  That  Never  Bolt  !  U  Bet  !  ” 
There  is  no  more  enthusiastic  throng 
In  the  peculiar  pageant  and  parade : 

Comprising  a  bass-drummer,  lustily 
Belaboring  a  burst  and  boomless  drum  ; 

A  fifer  panting— pausing — making  up 
For  want  of  continuity  with  vim; 

An  old  blind  fiddler  ceaselessly 
Seesawing  on  two  strings  St.  Clair’s  Defeat ; 

A  tow-topped  bov,  by  turns  revolving  a 
Fox-rattle  and  devouring  gingerbread  ; 

Unkempt,  red-bearded  men,  rending  the  air 
Alternately  with  lusty  cheers  and  groans ; 
Babe-suckling  women  waving  handkerchiefs  ; 
Red-visaged,  giggling  maidens  clapping  hands  ; 
And  the  choir-leader  of  the  church  agape, 

Struck  dumb,  mechanically  beating  time  ! 

O  for  the  pencil  of  a  Hogarth,  Schon, 

Velasquez,  Hok’sai,  or  wild  Rosa,  to 
Depict  on  canvas  the  fantastic  group  ! 

Or  this  contrasting — Eight  and  thirty  girls, 
Arrayed  in  the  three  patriotic  hues, 

Symbolic  of  the  federated  States  : 

The  Keystone  of  the  Continental  Arch, 

Proud  Pennsylvania,  a  noble  maid  : 

The  glow  of  molten  steel  within  her  blood  : 
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Fire  flashing  from  her  smoke-lashed  coal-black 
eyes  : 

And  Honor,  Truth,  and  Love,  as  plainly  writ 
In  her  erect,  fair,  round,  and  beauteous  form, 

As  e’er  God  shows  His  writing  in  His  works ! 

And  what — and  who  is  this  ?  A  gaunt,  grim  man 
Fantastically  dressed  in  martial  garb, 

O’erlaid  and  tricked  with  a  chaotic  mass 
Of  trumpery,  compounding  rabbit-skin, 

Silk,  peacock-plume,  and  tarnished  gilded  lace, 
And  brandishing  a  monstrous  wooden  sword  ? 
Good  faith  !  it  is  the  shatterpated  wight 
Has  been  for  half  a  century  a  part 
Of  every  show  of  Appalachia  ; 

An  incarnation  of  the  border-land 
Between  the  wastes  of  imbecility 
And  the  cragged  craters  of  insanity  : 

Now,  humorously  playful  and  grotesque, 

Anon,  pathetically  feeble  and  infirm, 

And  then  again,  wild  and  demoniac : 

Aghast  and  agonized  :  as  if  in  his 
Imaginings  he  saw  and  felt  himself 
Suspended  by  a  parting  strand  above 
A  swirling  maelstrom  of  an  ice-cragged  sea, 

A  Ki-lau-e-a  calderon  of  fire, 

Or  the  abysmal  throat  of  a  world-wolf, 

Agape,  with  flashing  teeth  and  flaming  eyes ! 

A  fascination  unto  me  from  youth, 

To  such  extent,  I  marvel  not  the  mad 
Are  treated  not  as  beasts  by  savages, 

But  looked  upon  with  reverential  awe 
As  beings  of  especial  sanctity  : 

The  awful  mystery  involved  in  them 
Commingling  and  becoming  one  with  the 
Incomprehensil  >ility  involved 
In  the  phenomena  of  nature— God  : 

Compounding  and  confounding  them  with  God. 

The  delegation  from  Big  Catfish  Bend: 

Among  a  score  of  oddities  on  wheels, 

A  crudely  fashioned  simulacrum  of 
A  steaming  stern-wheel  packet-boat,  with  a 
Calliope  aboard,  proceeding  up 
Salt  River,  filled  with  effigies  of  the 
Opposing  party’s  candidates:  their  hats 
With  labels  indicating  name  and  rank : 
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Jim  Peters,  Captain;  Billv  Jones,  first  mate; 

Jake  Phillips,  rooster;  Pete  Monk,  engineer; 

Chief  cook  and  bottle-washer,  Tommy  Smith  ; 

Old  Uncle  Davy  Hodge,  Calliopist; 

And  Parson  Huckleberry,  chambermaid. 

A  well  drilled  company  of  the  state  guards ; 

A  rabble  regiment  of  wide-awakes; 

And  delegations  from  a  score  of  towns, 

In  dearborns,  buckboards,  buggies,  carts,  and  gigs, 
Or  mounted  on  the  back  of  horse  or  mule. 

A  most  amusing  effigy  of  the 
Opposing  party  terminating  the 
Political  procession  and  parade : 

A  wight,  in  a  fantastic  mask  and  dress, 
Back-foremost  set  upon  the  round-log  seat 
Of  a  crude  ax-and-auger-fashioned  sled, 

Drawn  by  an  old  grey  horse,  with  poke  bedaubed, 
Ringed,  streaked,  and  striped,  and  hung  with  win¬ 
ter  bells : 

A  finger-board  above  the  effigy 
Directing  him  arear  to  Washington  ! 

And  following  him,  a  throng  of  village  boys — 
The  hannnerfiush  succeeding  the  last  stroke 
Of  the  political  procession’s  sledge. 

Among  them  one,  fast  falling  in  the  rear, 

A  little,  bandy-legged,  hatless  chap, 

That  wabbles,  stumbles,  toddles,  staggers  on, 

Till,  hope  deserted  with  exhausted  strength, 

He  stops  and  stares  and  bursts  into  a  bawl ! 

Up  and  Down  the  Amazon. 

So,  I  have  sat  for  hours  upon  the  deck 
Of  the  shore-hugging  ship  that  steaming  bore 
Me  up  and  down  the  mighty  Amazon 
From  its  invasion  of  the  sea  to  its 
Andean  affluents — two  thousand  leagues  ! — 

And  mentally  involved  through  eye  and  ear 
The  most  obtrusive  of  the  sights  and  sounds 
Of  the  New  World  Mediterranean  : 

The  turbid  water-waste  of  the  main  stream  ; 

The  floating  isles  of  matted  water-worts ; 

The  drifting  habitations  from  Peru  ; 

The  interosculating  paranas ; 

The  eerie,  o’erarched,  inky  affluents ; 

The  phagedenic  action  of  the  waves, 


64 


Attested  by  the  tops  of  trees  submerged 
For  leagues  along  the  low  alluvial  shores  ; 

The  wonders  of  the  vegetable  world — 

The  vinous  lace,  festoons,  and  draperies  ; 

The  floral  spangles  and  embroideries ; 

The  rope-like  stems  and  their  entanglements ; 

The  stilted  and  the  widely  buttressed  butts ; 

The  fluted  and  reticulated  trunks ; 

The  bulbous  and  attenuated  boles; 

The  epiphytal  eccentricities ; 

The  regal  mi-ri-ti,  among  the  palms  ; 

The  su-ma-u-ma,  with  its  great  flat  dome 
Recalling  Utah’s  tabernacle  roof, 

Among  the  ramous  and  gigantic  trees  ; 

The  marvels  eke  among  the  animals — 

The  glossy  azure  Morpho  butterflies ; 

The  monstrous  locusts  half  a  foot  in  length  ; 

The  wood-pulp  habitations  of  the  termites, 

Like  shaggy  brown  bears  clinging  to  the  trees ; 
The  earth-mounds  of  the  dread  sa-fi-ba  ant ; 

The  big-scaled  red-fish  leaping  from  the  flood; 
The  snout-projecting  floating  alligator; 

The  brilliant-plumagecl  and  hoarse-voiced  macaws 
The  great-beaked  toucans  and  the  snow-white  her 
ons ; 

The  parrots  and  the  dazzling  humming-birds  ; 

The  oriole  pouched-nests,  depending  from 
The  great  umbrella  of  the  su-ma-u-ma, 

Like  water-drops  in  quivering  suspense ; 

The  mud-banks  colandered  by  halcyons  ; 

The  agile  monkeys  fleeing  in  affright 

At  the  approach  of  the  branch-brushing  ship  ; 

My  petted  female  jaguar-whelp,  yclept 
The  Queen  of  all  the  Amazons,  as  full 
Of  play  as  a  half-grown  domestic  cat. 

Sleeping  betimes  in  my  deck-hammock,  or, 

With  dragging  chain,  prowling  about  the  ship  ; 
The  carcase  of  an  oily  man* 

Just  killed  by  savages  and  drawn  ashore; 

The  racing  porpoises  in  seeming  sport ; 

And  many  an  eldritch  screech  by  day  or  night 
From  out  the  wood-and- water  wilderness  ! 

The  naked  children  on  the  bank  astare 
At  the  mysterious  fire-padclled  boat ; 

The  men  and  women  in  their  log  canoes, 

With  shovel-bladed  oars,  spading  their  way 
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In  the  still  waters  of  the  wood-fringed  shore ; 

The  disks  of  wood  within  their  pendant  ears  ; 

The  spider-monkeys  combing  their  black  hair ; 

The  mud-bedaubings  on  their  skins,  to  fend 
Against  mosquitoes  and  such  insect  plagues  ; 

The  blow-guns  and  envenomed  darts  at  hand  ! 

The  straggling  and  chaotic  villages 
Of  the  Brazilians  and  Peruvians; 

The  gleaming  cross  upon  the  white-walled  church, 
And  streaming  rocket  in  the  sunlit  sky, 
Announcing  Earth  and  Heaven  in  communion  ! 

A  grand  oramic  and  acoustic  whole 
As  infinite  in  its  effects  as  parts ! 

In  Hyde  Park. 

So,  in  the  evening,  I  have  sat  and  watched 
The  fashionable  pageant  and  parade 
Of  Rotten  Row,  in  London’s  famous  park : 

In  silence  noting  and  resolving  into  thoughts 
The  thousands  of  expressions  of  mankind 
Objective  in  my  gay  environment ; 

And  therein  feeling  a  noetic  joy 
Akin  to  that  I  felt  in  early  youth 
In  following  the  Brothers  Grimm  through  their 
Imaginary  world  of  faerie : 

The  man  delighting  in  the  concrete  raw, 

The  boy  delighting  in  the  abstract  wrought ; 

The  man  incapsulating  into  seeds, 

The  boy  expanding  into  leaves  and  flowers. 

Faustina. 

Returning  to  my  intermontane  lodge, — 

Faustina  listless  sits,  with  marble  brow', 

And  cheeks  aflush  with  an  inblooded  flame 
Cremating  her  alive  within  my  sight ; 

A  toy  kaleidoscope  within  her  lap, 

With  which  she  haply  has  beguiled  the  hours, 
Until  aweary  with  the  infinite 
Variety  of  hue  display  formed  by 
The  colored  beads  contained  within  the  tube. 

Nay  ;  do  not  move,  angellic  form  !  until 
I  shall  have  made  thee  human  with  a  kiss ! 
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SA  TURDA  Y,  October  16th— $$.00  M. 

An  Australian  Sky. 

The  sky :  without  a  cloud  but  ringed  with  haze 
Such  have  I  seen  betimes  in  New  South  Wales, 
While  hunting  in  the  eldritch  forest-fringe 
Unto  the  Never-Never  Country’s  waste, 

Or  fishing  in  the  hundred-handed  bay 
Extended  to  the  commerce  of  the  world 
By  the  accrescent  London  of  the  South. 

The  Mid-Autumn  Sun. 

The  sun :  midway  in  its  diurnal  course  : 

The  fiery  keystone  of  the  double  arch 
Of  the  autumnal  season  and  the  day : 

My  shadow  pointing  darkly  toward  the  north, 
Recalling  the  strange  sense  of  distance  from 
My  native  country  I  experienced 
When  in  the  southern  world  of  widdershins, 

I  first  beheld  it  pointing  to  the  south  ! 

Thus  fescuing  the  fact  the  seasons’  course  * 

Run  by  the  sun  lay  ’twixt  me  and  my  home. 

A  Hawaiian  Atmosphere. 

The  air  :  warm,  balmy,  still :  a  seeming  breath 
Inheld  by  Earth  and  Heaven  while  they  kiss. 
Such  have  I  breathed  in  the  Hawaiian  Isles 
Amid  the  forest-ferns  of  Hilo  and 
The  feathered  cocoa-palms  of  Wai-ki-ki : 

The  intertropic  heat  attempered  by 
The  waves  and  winds  of  the  Pacific  and 
The  crests  and  crags  of  the  volcanic  heights 
Condensing  vapor  into  rain  and  snow. 

The  Crowning  Glory  of  America. 

The  aspect  of  the  wooded  wilds  in  view  : 

So  variously  and  so  vividly 

Attinct  and  glossed  by  autumn’s  frost  and  fire, 

A  parallel  to  it  my  wand’ring  eye 
Has  never  feasted  on  in  foreign  land : 

The  crowning  glory  of  America  ! 

Responsive  Raptures  to  Surroundings. 

Existence :  rapturous  !  Involving  to 
Satiety  the  sensuous  delights 
Of  my  environment,  I  feel  as  when 
I  entered  first  the  famous  Tribune  of 
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The  Royal  Gallery  of  Florence,  and 
Beheld  the  ultimates  of  art  around : 

The  Medicean  Venus — form  so  fair 
In  marble,  Beauty’s  self  in  flesh  and  blood 
Cannot  outvie,  and  fain  would  mould  thereto ; 

The  Holy  Mother  of  the  Goldfinch,  wrought 
By  the  incomparable  Raphael ; 

And  half  a  score  besides  of  priceless  gems. 

Ecstatic  stound  to  Appalachia  ! 

This  instant  of  the  turning  of  the  tide 
Of  autumn :  nick  of  time  entailed  midway 
Betwixt  the  end  of  Summer  and  the  ord 
Of  Winter:  the  meridian  of  Fall! 

And  oh,  that  I  could  be  the  mirror  of 
The  moment  that  I  would !  a  bubble,  filmed 
With  subtle  sight  and  filled  with  sentient  soul, 
That,  bursting  in  the  audient  air,  might  voice 
The  whole  within  a  comprehending  word ! 

Unto  that  end,  concentre  and  unite, 

Ye  potencies  compounded  in  my  blood! 

Ye  energies  engendered  in  my  brain! 

Ye  mystic  mights  evolving  into  verve! 

Dynamic  nothings  till  enate  in  nous ! 

Ye  Muses  of  the  neologic  bard  ! 

Ye  Nine  of  this  anatomizing  age! 

The  Scented  Birch. 

Within  a  corry,  on  the  ragged  edge 
Of  a  weight-riven  crest-crag  borne  adown 
The  mount’s  escarpment  with  the  weather-waste 
Of  untold  centuries,  a  scented  birch 
Attracts  and  for  a  moment  stays  my  steps, 
Ascending  to  the  summit  of  the  ridge. 

Its  ovate  leaves,  infoliated  gold ; 

Its  light  and  lissome  twigs,  inwooded  grace; 

Its  brown-red  bark,  ruffed,  ribbanded  and  rolled 
In  horizontal-fibered  flakes  and  flaps, 

Encambiated  wretchedness  in  rags ; 

And  chief  of  its  peculiarities, 

Its  roots  aclasp  along  the  rock’s  edge  and 
Adown  its  vertically  fractured  face, 

A  mizmaze  of  twin-functioned  cords  and  tubes 
To  stay  the  great  tree  in  its  perilous  post 
And  tap  the  sap-fount  of  the  earth  below : 

The  means  adapted  to  the  special  ends 
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So  marvelously  and  so  happily, 

The  great  tree  seems,  not  only  to  have  thought, 
But  planned  like  a  Consummate  engineer  ! 

A  fancy  that,  in  Amazonia, 

Has  flashed  into  my  musing  mind  so  oft, 

The  little  savant  that  is  left  in  me, 

Contracting  ever  as  the  world  expands, 

Nor  halts  nor  hesitates  to  say  that  Thought 
Its  not  confined  to  animals  alone, 

A  product  or  resultant  of  a  brain, 

But,  heresy  of  heresies !  is  cosmic  ! 

A  chance-resultant  of  relationship 
Among  the  myriad  of  modes  of  force 
And  forms  of  matter  into  which  the  world 
May  be  resolved  by  metaphysicists  : 

A  child  of  circumstance  as  much  without 
Tne  ■■maters”  and  the  ‘  matters”  as  within  : 
Amoeboid  :  infinite :  to  be  enclapped 
And  prisoned  in  a  cell,  no  more  than  Life  ! 

The  Chestnut. 

Within  an  upland  stony  field,  attinged 
With  buckwheat  stubble  a  dull  purplish  red, 

A  globous  chestnut,  starred  with  open  burrs, 
Invites  me  from  afar  to  feast  and  fill : 

So  be  it,  haply,  I  may  spare  and  speed 
One  of  its  self-incaps ulating  seeds 
To  sprout  and  grow  into  another  tree, 

And  thus  extend  its  being  loud  and  still : 

As  true  intent  and  deep  design  in  it, 

A  brainless  tree,  as  ever  Bonaparte 
Conceived  and  gave  expression  to  in  word 
And  deed,  in  casting  off  a  barren  spouse 
And  wedding  with  another  woman  to 
Perpetuate  Napoleon  for  aye !  .  .  .  . 

0  joy !  to  be  again  a  wammused  boy  ! 

To  bend  and  pick,  and  fill  hat,  pockets,  sleeves, 
And  then  elate  go  munching,  crunching,  home  : 
The  proud  possessor  of  enough  to  give 
To  all  ahungering  for  them  at  home : 

And  make  of  me  a  patron  to  my  sire ! 

Ah,  me !  the  power  to  give !  to  grant !  to  spend 
The  very  measure  of  success  in  life  : 

The  ultimate  to  be  achieved  by  man  ! 

For  who  so  poor  that  is  not  richer  far 
Than  he  that  takes  from  him  a  single  groat  ? 
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And  where  the  savage  will  not  feel  a  glow 
Of  pride  in  minist’ring  to  him  that  wants 
What  he  can  spare  of  shelter  or  of  food  ? 

Hence,  man  and  woman,  each  a  world  of  want 
Without  the  other,  mutually  lift 
Each  other  in  esteem  and  self-respect, 

Make  cowards  brave  and  wretches  glorious, 

As  they  are  to  each  other  worlds  of  wealth  ! 

So  values  are  determined  everywhere 
By  dearth,  demand,  lack,  want,  necessity  : 

There  is  no  wealth  without  ennabling  want : 

And  he  most  lives  that  to  mankind  most  gives, 

Of  tilings  and  thoughts,  their  sev’ral  hung’rings 
crave. 

But  what  is  that  ?  Good  faith  !  a  timely  tap — 

A  chestnut  falling  plump  upon  my  crown ! 

I  take  the  hint,  and  thank  thee,  thoughtful  tree ! 

The  Virginia  Creeper. 

But  see !  about  the  fire-blacked  bole  of  yon 
Great  hemlock,  a  Virginia  creeper  twine 
Its  garlands  of  infoliated  flame ! 

As  if,  in  fact,  in  an  amplectant  form, 

It  were  the  ruddy  flame  that  issues  from 
The  twenty  thousand  coking-ovens  of 
The  smoke-smutched  vale  of  the  Dare-devil 
Yough ! 

As  I  have  seen  the  swarth  Hawaiian  king, 
Encircled  with  artistic  floral  wreaths, 

That  seemed  to  me,  but  recently  returned 
From  Halemaumau’s  hell,  empetaled  lava ! 

And  there  !  what  a  superb  display  of  color ! 
Another  niggered  hemlock-trunk,  festooned 
And  anademmed  with  the  anthraceous  vine, 

And  back  of  both  a  beech  of  gleaming  gold ! 
Recalling  the  black,  red,  and  yellow  pall 
Upon  the  tomb  near  Delhi  of  the  Burns 
Of  India,  the  Parrot-poet,  Khusru  : 

Recalling  eke  the  flag  of  Belgium — 

Black,  yellow,  red,  in  upright  bands  or  bars. 

The  Great  Green  Dragon-fly. 

Upon  a  boggy  bench,  among  a  score 
Of  little  pools,  formed  by  the  seapage  from 
The  wooded  mountain  wilds  above,  I  note 
A  dragon-fly,  burst,  but  a  brief  while  since, 

From  the  encasement  of  its  aqueous 
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Existence,  and  perfected  not  for  its 
Aerial :  its  membranaceous  wings — 

Gauze,  glass,  and  gleam,  compounding  wondrous- 

ly ! — 

Outfolded  free  from  the  uplooping  of 
its  long  cylindrical  abdomen,  but 
Not  dried  in  the  soft  towels  of  the  air 
Sufficiently  for  flight :  nor  yet,  perhaps, 

The  colors  of  its  body  and  its  sheens 
Brought  by  the  brushes  of  the  subtle  sun 
To  the  tip-top  of  their  intensity  : 

But,  ne’ertheless,  a  marvelous  display 
Of  green,  black,  blue,  brown,  gold,  and  white, 
involved 

In  a  metallic  iridescent  gloss. 

Passing  a  hand  beneath  the  helpless  thing, 

I  take  it  from  the  rush  to  which  it  clings, 

And  lilt  it  gently  into  closer  view. 

Awake!  awake!  Sou  newborn  ultimate! 

As  perfect  and  complete  in  all  thy  parts, 

As  the  Athenian  Maid  in  panoply 
Burst  from  the  brain  of  tier  Olympic  sire  ! 

Awake  !  thou  worm  in  an  angellic  form  ! 

It  is  the  trump  oi  Israfeel  that  sounds, 

Arousing  thee  in  an  etherial  world 
Of  light  and  life  and  love  eternally  ! 

Awake  !  thou  spark  of  sparks  involved  within 
This  air  and  emerald  entanglement — 

Thou,  point  of  an  irradiating  ray 

Still  penetrating  space,  while,  haply,  the 

Great  sun  of  life,  from  which  thou’st  wandered  here, 

Has  spent  itself  in  sparks  long  ages  since ! 

Ah,  there!  thou  scintillatest !  In  thine  eyes, 

I  see  the  gleaming  of  the  wondrous  fire ! 

And  there  thou  flashest !  and  away  thou  flittest ! 
The  skill  achieved  by  all  thine  ancestors, 
Concentred  and  perfected  in  thy  flight ! 

An  insect  rival  of  the  humming-bird  ! 

Around  about,  an  airy,  dazzling  dart ! 

A  gauzy,  garish  giddyganderer  ! 

A  something  weird  as  well  as  wondrous — like 
An  image  that  appears  in  troubled  sleep 
And  vanishes  on  waking  from  the  mind  : 

A  spectral  simulacrum  of  myself, 

Mundivagant :  with  tireless  wayward  wings, 
Attenuated  bulk,  and  monstrous  eyes, 
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Compounding  all  within  the  range  of  mine: 

A  silver  shuttle  in  the  loom  of  Fate, 

Weaving  a  silken  shroud  for  Fall — Faustina!  .  .  .  . 

And  so — I  muse  as  I  resume  the  mount’s 
Ascent — the  formous  farlv  fly  has  flashed 
Into  the  sight  and  fancy  of  mankind, 

And,  as  it  entered,  flashed  out  in  their  speech — 

In  christenings,  like  fragmentary  myths, 

Or  half-heard  snatches  of  weird  songs  unsung  : 

As  demoiselle  and  water-maid :  so  full 
Of  eesome  beauty  and  coquettish  grace ; 

As  dragon-fly  and  hornet-fly :  so  big, 

Contrasted  with  the  common  fly,  and  so 
Abnormal  and  prodigious  as  to  be 
Conceited  armed  with  venomed  tooth  or  tail ; 

So,  flying-adder,  adder-bolt,  snake’s-stang, 
Horse-stinger,  sanging-eather,  and  the  like  ; 
Mosquito-hawk :  so  like  a  bird  of  prey 
In  its  pursuit  of  the  mosquito,  midge, 

And  other  such  like  small  deer  of  the  air ; 

The  gauze-fly  :  so  like  gauze  its  wondrous  wings ; 
Snake-feeder  and  snake-doctor :  from  its  haunts 
And  habits  fancifully  fashioned  forth  ; 

And  devil’s-darning-needle  :  in  its  flight, 

So  flashing  and  fantasque,  and  in  its  form 
And  functions  so  involving  evil  as  to  be 
Associate  with  its  man-imaged  sum  : 

A  quaint  conceit !  as  if  the  insect  were 
A  bright  steel  needle  in  Old  Clooty’s  hand, 

The  while,  in  haste,  asquat  before  a  grate 
Aglow  with  ever-burning  sinful  souls, 

He  darns  the  holes  burnt  in  his  two-toed  socks — 
Like  those  worn  by  the  clog-shod  Japanese — 

And  meditates  upon  the  myriad 
Of  myth-masks  he  has  donned  and  doffed,  among 
The  millions  of  mankind,  since  he  has  been 
Endowed  with  individuality ! 

So  many,  Mahmoud’s  polvglottic  angel 
Can  name  and  number  them  no  more  than  he 
The  finite  glories  of  the  Infinite ! 

Flies  Assailing  Colts  and  Sheep. 

Beneath  the  light  and  airy  leafage  of 
A  locust  copse  within  an  upland  field, 

A  horde  of  flies,  like  Lilliputian  wolves, 

Beset  a  pair  of  wretched-looking  colts : 


72 


For  their  protection,  standing  side  by  side 
And  guarding  each,  with  its  long  switching  tail, 
The  other’s  lowered  vulnerable  head. 

Beneath  another  copse,  another  horde 
Assail  a  group  of  sheep  :  their  fenceless  heads 
Concentred  and  their  well-fleeced  backs  and  butts 
Forming  a  wool-wall  to  their  circling  foes: 

Most  ludicrously  miming  Caesar’s  orb, 

And  -Jackson’s  wall  of  cotton  at  New  Orleans. 

The  Brook  Trout. 

Close  by  the  margin  of  a  limpid  lin, 

Below  the  wild  cascading  of  a  brook 
Descending' way wardly  the  mountain  side, 

Within  a  nest  of  silth  and  pebbles,  picked 
For  the  especial  purpose,  placed  and  cleansed, 

And  polished  with  her  anal  fin  and  tail, 

A  female  trout  rests:  sjflwning:  with  her  head 
Up  stream  and  fins  in  action  only  to 
Retain  her  in  the  current  of  the  stream  ; 

The  while  the  male, — a  lithe  and  arrowy  fish, 

Of  shapely  mould,  with  long  strong  fins  and  tail, 
Clear  pearly  skin,  attinct  with  red  and  blue, — 
Swims  round  about  in  the  expression  of 
Commingling  love  and  pride  with  wariness ; 

Anon,  ent’ring  the  nest  and  pressing  him 
Against  her  side,  and  thus  assuring  her, 

As  well  by  touch  anear  as  sight  afar, 

Of  his  solicitude  and  love  for  her  ! 

0  Love !  how  beautiful  thou  art,  or  here 
Or  elsewhere  in  the  world-wide  lin  of  life  ! 
Concentring  to  a  focus  all  the  good 
And  glorious  qualities  of  living  things; 

Converting  barren  wastes  to  bowers  of  bliss  ; 
Creating  Edens  everywhere  anew  ; 

Perpetuating  and  perfecting  life  ! 

And  when  more  beautiful  than  when  the  world 
Is  a  vast  battle-field  strewn  with  the  slain, 

As  it  is  now  with  fallen  bloody  leaves! 

Contrasting  opposites,  or  light  or  shade, 

Or  life  or  death,  reacting  each  on  each, 

Intensifying  and  aggrandizing : 

And  as  in  sight  so  in  significance  : 

As  happ’ly  in  this  stream  exemplified  ! 

Life  rainbowed  on  the  blackest  clouds  of  Death  ! 
The  future  starring  through  the  darkest  night! 
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The  dove,  with  the  symbolic  olive-branch, 
Solivolent  unto  the  flood-bound  ark  ! 

I  leave  the  finny  lovers  undisturbed  : 

Musing  upon  the  double  part  the  Fish 
Has  played  in  the  great  drama  of  the  world, 

As  Thing  and  Thought,  in  the  affairs  of  Man • 

A  Thing  of  Life  in  myriads  within 
The  waters  of  the  world,  as  in  a  womb; 

A  Thought  of  Life,  hence,  in  the  mirroring  mind, 
To  bud,  branch,  flow’r  and  fruit,  as  diversely 
As  entertained  by  individuals, 

And  find  expression  still  as  diversely — 

Time,  space,  and  circumstance  determining — 

In  sign,  speech,  ceremony,  art  and  creed : 

Involving  love  in  its  evolving,  from 
The  lowest  form  of  beastliness  unto 
The  highest  fantasy  of  godliness — 

Oiinncs,  Dagon,  Vishnu,  Jesus  Christ! 

The  Mud-Pup. 

Exposed  by  the  removal  of  a  mass 
Of  forest  flotsam,  boomed  by  a  great  branch 
Obliquely  lodged  within  the  mountain  stream, 

A  mud-pup  :  full  a  foot  in  length  :  appears  : 

Its  form,  compounding  eel  and  newt,  defined 
Distinctly  in  the  diaphanic  flood  : 

And  so  the  russet  of  its  slime-sleek  back, 

The  dark  band  on  its  side  from  tip  to  tip, 

The  dirty  flesh  tints  of  the  skin  below, 

And  the  bright  coral  of  its  wondrous  gills, 
Tripartite,  fringe-like,  waving  to  and  fro. 

An  interesting  beast,  this  menobranch  ! 

This  cousin-german  to  the  Axolotl, 

Hellbender,  Congo-snake,  Proteus  and  Siren  ! 

The  frog-branch  of  the  zoologic  tree 

Just  past  the  point  of  forking  from  the  fish  : 

Nor  fish  nor  flesh  nor  good  red  herring:  a 
Compounding  and  confounding  of  two  types 
As  widely  separate  in  their  extremes 
As  the  beak-tips  of  a  gigantic  crane 
Agape  with  a  globe-bellied  blood-an’-’oun’s ! 

Nor  night  nor  day  :  incarnate  duskiness  ; 

Nor  this  nor  that :  incorporated  doubt, 

Dilemma,  shilly-shally,  hums  and  haws; 

Nor  love  nor  hate:  and  yet  involving  both. 
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A  night  of  unrest  and  fatiguing  dreams  ; 

Nor  prose  nor  poetry  :  symbolic  stub 
Of  the  Walt-Whitmanesque  in  scribblerie; 

Nor  poet  nor  philosopher :  ’twixt  heart 
And  head,  emotion  choking  in  the  throat ; 

Nor  you  nor  1 :  but  all  the  shuttlecock 
Misunderstandings  and  perplexities 
That  come  and  go  between  us  to  distress. 

Tile  Raven. 

Emerging  from  the  murk  marge  of  a  grove 
Of  evergreens,  into  the  mirlied  sheen 
And  shadow  of  a  fringe  of  perdifoils, 

A  raven  steps  :  commingling  in  its  gait 
A  monarch’s  pomp  and  sage’s  gravity, 

And  blending,  in  the  violet  and  green 
Reflections  of  its  sable  plumes  as  well, 

A  monarch’s  pride  and  sage’s  love  of  nature. 
Anon,  astand,  half-spreading  its  great  wings 
In  the  expression  of  appreciation 
Of  both  itself  and  its  environment: 

A  pose  to  fascinate  a  connoisseur 
In  the  expressive  art  of  attitude. 

Anon — affrighted,  haply,  by  a  flash 
Of  sunshine  from  a  button  of  my  coat, 

Cuff,  collar,  or  unwitting  winking  eye — 
Upspringing,  and,  with  hurried  flapping  wings, 
And  wood-awaking  croakings  of  alarm, 
Reentering  the  weird  gloom  whence  it  came, 
And  vanishing — to  reappear  in  thought: 
Incarnate  night  resolved  to  earn  el  gloom. 

Ah,  me!  could  I  but  compass  in  a  word 
The  wonder-world  involved  in  tins  weird  bird  ! 
A  sum  organic  of  the  mundane  sphere 
So  well  adjusted,  fit,  and  counterpoised, 

Its  home  is  coextensive  with  proud  man’s  : 

Its  range  of  flight  around  about  the  world 
Is  limited  alone  by  polar  ice ; 

And  its  endurance  of  the  incidents 
To  mortal  flesh  and  blood,  as  great  as  man’s ! 
Among  the  brainiest  of  birds  :  indeed, 
Compounding  in  its  being,  possibly, 

As  many  excellences  and  approved 
Good  qualities  as  any  other  bird : 

An  inexsuperable  avian  type. 

And  in  the  mental  mirroring  of  man 
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Of  his  environment  from  age  to  age, 

I  marvel  not  the  raven  has  appeared 
A  thousand  thousand  times  the  symbol  of 
Unutterable  thoughts  by  wayward  words, 

And  figured  in  a  myriad  of  myths 
As  their  especial  sight-seen  substitute. 

And  even  yet,  with  all  our  lexicons, 

What  word  so  happily  encompasses 
The  mystic  operations  of  the  brain — 

Thought,  memory,  intent,  intelligence, 

Design,  will,  wisdom,  fancy,  and  the  like — 

As  the  sagacious  l’aven  plumed  in  night? 

The  Hugin  and  the  Mugin,  hence,  of  God, 

As  symbolecl  by  the  Scandinavians: 

That  daily  fly  around  about  the  world 
And  whisper  in  his  ear  at  eve  the  news : 
Omniscience  manifest  to  the  mind’s  eye. 

The  ravens,  eke,  that  fabled  sat  upon 
The  shoulders  of  great  Alexander  when 
He  journeyed  to  the  mystic  shrine  of-  Zeus 
Afar  in  Egypt’s  sands:  Ids  secret  thoughts. 

The  ravens,  eke,  that  fabled  fed  the  sage 
Elijah  in  the  wilderness:  the  means  devised 
By  his  sagacity  by  which  he  lived. 

The  raven,  eke,  upon  the  banner  of 

The  doughty  Dane  :  Thought  dominates  the  world, 

Or  thus,  the  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword. 

The  raven,  eke,  that  brings  intelligence, 

Discovers  guile,  admonishes  and  warns, 

In  countless  fables,  legends,  myths,  and  tales. 

The  “  little  bird”  that  lingers  in  our  speech. 

And  so  what  word  so  happily  involves 
And  makes  apparent  to  the  mental  eve, 

The  darkness  of  a  starless  cloudy  night, 

As  the  familiar  bird  of  darkest  hue? 

The  bird  of  Juno,  hence,  (as  Festus  saith,) 

Before  the  peacock  with  the  firmament 
Of  stars  emblazoned  on  its  gorgeous  plumes. 

The  raven,  eke,  that  strut  about  bedecked 

With  stolen  peacock  plumes,  till  plucked  and  made 

A  laughing  stock  to  all  the  world  for  aye. 

The  raven,  eke,  that  stole  the  cheese — the  moon — 
And  parted  with  it  when  the  cunning  fox — 

The  cause  dispelling  clouds — so  praised  its  voice 
It  oped  its  beak  to  sing  a  sample  song. 
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So,  blindness,  as  in  the  Italian  saw, 

And  various  myths,  accoupied  with  the  owl, — 
(Night-seeing,  hence,  symbolical  of  sight, 

While  all  besides  are  in  the  dark,  or  blind.) 

So,  falsehood,  error,  guile,  deceit  and  fraud, 

Or  cunning,  in  a  lexicon’s  bad  sense. 

The  raven,  hence,  by  which,  (according  to 
Satiric  Aristophanes,)  the  men 
Of  Athens  swore  the  while  they  swore  by  Zeus  : 
Expressing  thus  their  double-facedness. 

The  raven,  eke,  to  which  the  comic  Plautus 
Compares  a  servant  noted  for  his  craft. 

The  raven  of  perverted  wisdom,  eke, 

(As  sung  of  self  by  shatterpated  Poe,) 

That,  perched  upon  his  symbol  Pallas -bust 
Of  sanity,  croaks  weirdly  Nevermore  ! 

So,  evil,  sin,  in  every  shape  and  form, 

E’en  to  the  compassment  of  hell  itself. 

The  raven,  hence,  of  evil  augury 

In  song  and  story,  legend,  myth,  and  creed  : 

The  de’il  himself  of  many  a  fairy  tale 
Of  Germany  and  Scandinavia. 

So,  death  and  everything  appurtenant, 
Funereal  grief  and  woe,  and  dead  men’s  shades. 
The  raven  of  the  Ramavana,  hence, 

In  which  the  god  of  death  conceals  himself. 

The  raven  of  Hellenic  myth,  as  well, 

Into  the  which  Apollo  •turns  himself, 

The  while  he  battles  with  the  chaos-giants 
And  suffers  an  eclipse  by  passing  clouds. 

The  ravens,  eke,  fed  by  the  Hindus  as 
The  souls  of  their  departed  dead  to-day. 

The  Wapiti,  or  American  Elii. 

Illumined,  maculate,  and  mystified, 

In  the  weird  sheen  and  shadow  of  a  shaw 
Comprising  beech,  birch,  airy  ash,  and  oak — 
The  ground  beneath  their  overlapping  and 
In  part  denuded  limbs,  o’er streWn  and  pied 
With  their  disperpled  partycolored  leaves — 

A  wapiti  starts  from  a  midday  dream 
And  stands  at  gaze  a  moment  in  my  sight : 

The  stateliest  of  stags,  their  crowned  king : 

The  antlered  glory  of  America  ! 
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And  then,  with  bounding  leaps — his  nose  thrust 
out, 

And  his  great  Copse-dividing  antlers  laid 
Along  his  neck  and  withers — disappears ! 

A  forest  apparition  to  he  borne 

Unto  my  dying  day,  with  thrilling  heart 

And  vividest  of  retrospective  vision  ! 

Departed  beast !  I  fain  would  see  thee  still : 

Thy  well-proportioned  and  imposing  form  : 

Thy  lustrous  hues — bright  chestnut  red, 

Or  running  into  black  through  shades  of  brown, 

Or  white,  through  shades  of  yellow,  buff,  and 
straw : 

And  thy  prodigious  armament  of  hide 
Evolved  into  irradiating  horn  ! 

Thou,  vision  of  the  fast  receding  past 
Of  savagery  of  Appalachia — 

Of  other  savage  souls  in  tawny  skins 
And  other  gleaming  arms  of  bone,  than  thine ! 
Thou,  central  figure  ever  of  the  scene 
My  fancy  paints  of  the  primaeval  wood ! 

Thou,  symbol — so  I  muse,  as  I  ascend 
The  mountain  through  the  partycolored  wood — 
Thou,  symbol  unto  millions  of  mankind 
In  the  illimitable  auld  lang  syne, 

Of  whatsoever  luminous  and  rayed 
Appears  and  disappears,  enveloped  or 
Succeeded  by  cloud-danger  and  night-death. 
Acfieon,  hence,  the  sun,  in  form  of  stag, 

Pursued  by  his  own  shadow-dogs  and  slain. 

The  golden  stag,  or  Holy  Light,  as  well, 

Of  many  a  mediaeval  monkish  myth, 

That  ministers  to  the  secluded  saint ; 

Or,  otherwise,  an  ignis  fatuus 

That  leads  him  from  the  path  of  righteousness, 

Through  error’s  thorns  and  obstinacy’s  bogs, 

To  fall  in  the  succeeding  starless  night, 

Into  the  hopeless  hell  of  heresy ! 

The  stag, as  one  or  other,  hart  or  hind, 

Or  white  deer — luminous  in  the  extreme — 

That  lures  and  leads  on  to  destruction  in 
A  myriad  of  legends,  myths,  and  tales. 

The  Acme  of  the  Autumn’s  Splendors. 

From  a  projecting  crag  anear  the  crest, 
Removing  the  observer  from  the  screen 
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Of  scroggv  growths  immediately  ’round, — 

How  vast,  how  varied,  and  how  beautiful 
The  seeming  sea  of  Appalachia, 

Horizon-bound,  ridge- waved,  and  forest-foamed, 
Reflecting  the  resplendent  hues  and  sheens 
Of  the  autumnal  sunset  of  the  year ! 

The  seeming  exposition  of  the  silks 
And  satins  of  imperial  Cathay 
Deep  dyed  and  diversely  by  the  acquired 
Craft,  skill,  and  scope  of  untold  centuries ! 

Or  the  enamels  of  imperial  Ind — 

Of  Lucknow  and  Benares  and  Lahore, 

And  chief  of  all,  the  ultimata  of 

The  master  art-craft  of  the  working  world, 

W  r ought  by  the  artizans  of  Rajputan  ! 

The  seeming  rain  of  blood  upon  the  earth  : 

Such  as  old  Homer  hints  in  his  rare  rime, 

And  Livv  and  succeeding  scribes  record 
As  prodigies  of  most  appalling  import ! 

Or,  such  as  I  sometime  have  witnessed  at 
A  Hindu  wedding — the  assembled  guests 
Besprinkled  and  besmirched  with  a  red  dust 
Profusely  cast  by  one  another  on 
Their  gala  garbs:  thus  symbolizing  the 
Commingling  of  the  vital  fluids  of 
Mankind,  resulting  in  eternal  life. 

The  seeming  world’s  view  over  Bardolph’s  no3e 
Or  that  of  the  begariecl  Afric  ape ! 

Turner  out-Turnered  in  bizarre  effects! 

Rubens  with  all  his  ruddy  hues  outdone, 

And  Titian  with  his  pot  of  paint  surpassed ! 

Anon,  I  fancy  .in  my  musing  sight, 

A  gaudy  scene  from  a  historic  page — 

The  splendid  honors  paid  Anne  Bolyn  by 
London’s  Lord  Mayor  and  his  civic  train, 

On  the  occasion  of  her  marriage  with 

Bluff  Bluebeard  Hal,  of  murderous  memory  : 

Arrayed  in  scarlet  and  bedecked  with  gold, 

Receiving  her  in  glittering  barges  on 

The  Thames,  and,  through  the  postern,  lodging  he 

In  the  sepulchral  palace  of  the  Tower. 

Anon — perhaps  the  most  magnificent 
Display  of  artificial  bravery 
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The  giddygandering  earth  has  ever  seen — 

The  durbar  of  a.  Moghul  emperor : 

A  quarter  of  a  million  of  mankind, 

With  countless  zebus,  horses,  elephants, 

And  ugly  great-horned  water-buffaloes, 

Assembled  on  the  open  plain  without 
The  walls  of  Agra:  in  pavilions,  tents, 

Booths,  howdahs,  ekkas,  jingling-johnnies,  carts. 
Or  mounted  variously  and  afoot : 

Arrayed,  bedecked,  caparisoned,  and  pricked, 

In  the  expression  of  a  general  aim 
To  make  the  most  extravagant  display 
Within  the  bounds  of  wealth  and  workmanship : 
In  garments  intermingling  gems  and  gold  : 

With  yak  tails,  high  umbrellas,  peacock  plumes, 
And  other  such  insignia  of  state : 

With  arms,  plate,  furniture,  and  jewelry, 

The  ultimates  achieved  by  Indian  craft: 

On  rich  shawl  carpets  acre-spread  beneath 
Shawl  canopies  upheld  by  golden  posts : 

The  emperor,  betimes,  in  golden  scales, 

Setting  himself  against  or  silver,  gold, 

Perfumes,  or  silks,  and  then  distributing 
The  precious  substances  among  the  throng : 

Or  having  poured  upon  him  from  on  high 
To  scatter  scintillating  from  his  crown, 

A  pailful  of  the  rarest  Indian  gems ! 

Anon — the  durbar  vanished  into  naught — 

The  starry  firmament  infeathered  in 
The  marvelously-eyed  back-plumage  of 
The  peacock,  elevated,  spread,  and  flashed 
Above  and  ’round  the  proud  bird’s  crested  head. 

This  passing  fantasy  succeeded  by 
A  vision  of  the  most  remarkable 
Of  mythic  birds  :  compounding  chicken-cock 
And  rising  sun  in  a  fantastic  form  : 

The  jewel-feathered  and  prophetic-tongued 
Corean  Fungwhang:  passing  in  its  flight 
Across  the  breast  of  Asia — from  the  dug 
In  the  far  East  at  which  Japan  has  nursed, 

To  that,  in  the  far  West,  Arabia, 

At  which  the  Afric  Land  of  Cham  has  drawn — 
And,  through  a  myriad  of  mythic  moults, 

Till  it  became  in  time,  or  here  or  there, 

The  fire-born  Phoenix  and  the  mystic  Sphinx  ! 
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The  Rattlesnake. 

But  there  is  yet  a  ragged  rocky  crest, 

With,  here  and  there,  a  stunted  evergreen 
Or  perdifoil,  to  be  surmoifnted  ere 
I  stand  upon  the  sunlit  summit  of 
The  airy  Alps  of  Appalachia. 

Up !  up !  the  crisp  fronds  of  the  rock-tripe,  dried 
And  curled  in  their  exposure  to  the  sun, 
Crunching  beneath  my  elamb’ring  hands  and  feet; 
Until,  my  eyes  about  the  level  of 
The  summit  gleaming  in  the  midday  sun, 

1  stop  appalled :  transfixed:  astound:  aghast: 
Hearing,  within  the  fatal  unwind  of 
Its  glistening  scaly  length,  the  rattle  of 
The  king  of  serpents !  and  beholding  it 
Accoiled  :  prepared  and  threatening  to  launch 
Its  venomed  darts  into  my  curdled  blood, 

The  instant  I  advance  another  step ! 

The  while  I  stand  a  stone,  the  gorgeously 
Bepaintecl  leaves  of  a  white  maple  near 
Fall  on  and  ’round  the  rattlesnake,  until 
I  see  it  not  in  fact  but  fantasy  : 

As  I  sometime  have  seen  at  early  morn, 

Within  the  shadow  of  the  Cross  of  Christ 
Surmounting  the  great  dom  of  Mexico, 

Upon  a  pile  of  Aztec-sculptured  stones 
Artistically  grouped  for  ornament, — 

The  plumed  head  of  the  ancient  serpent-god 
Devoutly  crowned  with  a  fresh  floral  wreath 
In  the  expression  of  a  secret  love 
Still  in  the  bosom  of  the  Mexicans 
For  the  religion  of  their  ancestors: 

That  creed  of  creeds  of  contrariety 
Belonging  to  the  carnel  stage  of  thought 
In  its  emergence  from  the  mud  of  man, 

That  seeks  the  good  in  evil,  life  in  death, 

And  highest  heaven  in  the  deepest  hell ! 

Anon — my  fancy  fired  as  well  by  the 
Most  gorgeous  of  the  autumn’s  painted  leaves 
Descending  and  displayed  within  my  sight, - 
As  the  dread  king  of  serpents  in  their  midst— 

I  see — as  one  involving  happily 
My  being’s  marvelous  environment, 

And  giving  it  expression  in  fair  form — 

Cleopatra,  the  last  of  Egypt’s  queens, 
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Arrayed  in  her  most  gorgeous  robes  and  crowned  : 
Upon  her  beauteous  breast,  where  whilom  olt 
The  empire  of  the  world  has  laid  his  head 
And  closed  his  eyes  in  love’s  lethean  sleep, 

An  $sp  aclasp !  the  venom  of  its  fangs 
Ingoing  through  the  channels  oi  her  blood 
To  her  heart’s  core,  to  rob  her  oi’  herself 
And  ravenous  Rome,  the  glutting  of  its  sight 
With  her  bared  beauties  in  triumphal  chains! 

Nay,  do  not  strike,  insensate  serpent-king! 
•Within  the  reach  of  my  stout  staff,  thy  life 
Is  in  my  pow’r  as  much  as  mine  in  thine, 

Within  the  reach  of  thine  envenomed  fang. 

A  truce,  I  crave,  and  friendly  chat  with  thee. 

And  still  that  bell  more  dreadful  than  Macbeth’s, 
That  seeming  makes  the  very  mountain  quake ! 
What  dost  thou  here  ?  Art  castled  on  this  height 
Against  the  sudden  coming  of  thy  foe, 

The  fang-proof  masting  pig  ?  Art  laying  in 
A  store  of  summer  coals  for  winter’s  use  ? 

Art  come  like  me  to  take  a  farewell  look 
Of  limitless  encompassment  of  the 
Sublimities  of  this  mid-autumn  hour 
Within  the  heart  of  Appalachia? 

Or  art  thou  here — time,  place,  and  circumstance, 
Regarding  with  a  master  poet’s  skill — 

The  symbol  of  all  symbols  thou  hast  been 
For  ages  and  for  ages  will  be  yet, 

To  indicate  death  dominant  to-day  ? 

If  so,  thou  must  accept  yon  eagle  as 
The  symbol  it  has  been  for  ages  and 
Will  be  forevermore,  of  Victory  !  : 

Good  over  Evil  and  Life  over  Death  !- — 

The  white-polled  eagle,  see!  that  rises  from 
Yon  tree  of  enfoiled  flame  and  soars  aloft: 

Like  the  imperial  bird  of  fancy,  that, 

Embodying  the  soul  of  the  dead  Caesar, 

Arose  from  the  imperial  pyre  of  Rome  ! 

Thou  wilt  not  be  diverted  from  thy  gaze 
Into  my  secret  thoughts  made  manifest 
By  motions  rather  than  by  mutterings : 

The  substance  being  more  significant 
Unto  thee  than  the  shadow  in  my  speecli ! 
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Thou,  pythoness  of  Appalachia  ! 

Incarnate  wisdom  !  in  a  bad  sense  to 
All  others,  but  a  good  unto  thyself ! 

Then  let  me  note  thy  special  features  in 
Detail  before  I  go :  that,  haply,  I 
May  put  thee  into  paint  and  know  thou  art 
The  banded  rattlesnake  of  fact  and  not 
A  form  of  fantasy  :  thy  large  flat  head 
Like  Sicily  in  shape,  trinacrious ; 

Thy  thick  and  robust  body  and  short  tail ; 

Thy  typic  facial  pits  and  large  bright  eyes  ; 

Thy  general  ashy  hues  and  yellow  tinge, 

With  yellow  dorsal  line,  and  dusky  bars 
Irregular  and  mingling  near  the  tail  ; 

And,  last  of  all  thine  outer  specialties, 

Thy  skin  as  wondrously  evolved  into 
A  rattle  on  thy  tail,  as  that  of  the 
Great  wapiti  in  horns  upon  its  head  : 

A  kind  of  peascod  tomtom  to  the  ear, 

Or  the  red-eyed  cicada’s  end-man’s  bones  ! 

And  so,  my  inventory  made,  adieu  ! 

Thou,  fire  and  water  wedded  in  thy  head, 

And  earth  and  air  exultant  in  thy  tail ! 

Thou,  sword  and  olive-branch  bicorporate, 

Or  the  alternative,  or  war  or  peace ! 

Thou,  jury-box,  deliverance  or  death  ! 

Thou,  lightning-bolt  and  thunder-roll  conjunct ! 
Thou,  savage  with  a  breath-blown  venomed 
dart, 

And  suckling  baby  with  a  rattling  toy  ! 

Thou,  monarch’s  sceptre  and  fool’s  bauble 
crossed ! 

Thou,  tragedy  succeeded  by  a  farce ! 

Thou,  warning  word  and  weapon  of  revenge ! 

Thou,  fore  and  afterthought  incarnified  ! 

Thou,  Janus-head  regarding  life  and  death  ! 

Thou,  question  of  the  philosophic  Dane, 

To  be  or  not  to  be,  in  sensuous  form  ! 

Thou,  Booth  and  Lincoln  sitting  back  to  back  ! 
Thou,  Shiva,  the  destroying  principle, 

And  Vishnu,  the  preserving,  linked  by  Brahm  ! 
Thou,  type  of  infinite  antithesis  ! 

Thou,  snake,  that  haclst  thou  been  familiar  to 
The  myth-smiths  of  the  prattling  age  of  Ind, 
Would’st  girdle  now  the  Sanscrit-creeded  globe, 

A  God  of  Might  and  Mercy  infinite ! 
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Faustina. 


Returning  to  my  intermontane  lodge, — 

I  hear,  before  I  pass  the  rustic  gate, 

A  cough — an  echo  of  the  raven’s  croak 
I  heard  afar  in  the  primaeval  wood ! 

And  see  !  that  clot  of  haemorrhagic  blood 
Upon  the  kerchief  dropt  upon  the  porch  ! 

Ah,  me !  I  dread  to  enter  and  behold 

The  doom  this  sound  and  sight  foretells  and  shows. 

I  look  alarmed  ?  Ah,  no  !  Faustina,  no ! 

I  do  but  image  in  my  countenance 
The  Face  of  Fate  of  the  Packsaddle  Gap 
Serenely  and  unutterably  sad  : 

As  I  beheld  it  yesterday  in  fact, 

And  see  it  now  in  fantasy — opposed 
To  the  fair  face  of  Appalachia 
Illumined  with  the  hectic  fires  of  Fall: 

Her  eyes — the  great  pools  of  the  Conemaugh — 
Reflecting  an  incomparable  sky  : 

And  her  seraphic  beauty  so  diffused 
Throughout  the  atmosphere  there  seems  to  be — 
There  is  a  heaven  hidden  in  the  haze ! 

Than  by  reflection  and  similitude, 

To  paint  the  loving  and  the  loved — the  fair 
And  fond  Faustina  at  the  instant  of 
The  turning  of  the  tide  of  her  pure  life 
Into  the  ocean  of  eternity, 

Like  Fra  Angelica,  ere  touching  brush 
In  picturing  the  Holy  Mother,  I 
Should  fast  and  pray,  and  only  while  upon 
My  knees,  essay  to  limn  the  loveliness 
Of  her  fair  body  and  her  fairer  soul, 

So  soon  to  pass  away  and  be  no  more ! 

For  who  the  man  is  worthy  of  the  name 
That  loves  his  wife  and  child,  and  mingles  not 
His  worship  and  his  love,  and  makes  his  home 
As  well  as  will  and  weakness  may,  a  heaven  ! 

And  this  most  when,  within  his  heart  of  hearts, 

He  hears  at  the  hall  door  the  knocking  of 
A  bony  hand,  and,  looking  ’round,  beholds 
Awaiting  the  grim  visitor,  his  wife  : 

The  hemisphere  he  wants  to  be  a  world ! 
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THURSDA  Y,  October  21st— 12.30  P.  M. 

After  a  Storm. 

A  canvas  from  the  easel  of  Van  Ryn ! 

The  wind  has  spent  its  force,  the  rain  has  ceased, 
But  still  the  sky  is  filled  with  broken  rack, 
Through  which  betimes,  against  the  mountain 
flanks, 

The  sunshine  streams,  revealing  to  the  sight 
The  changes  wrought  by  the  autumnal  storm  : 

The  summit  perdifoils  stripped  of  their  leaves  ; 
The  evergreens,  brought  out  in  strong  relief ; 

Long  craggy  ledges  and  loose  rocks  exposed ; 
Brown  hues  and  grey  where  yesterday  were  gold, 
Descending  from  the  backbone  of  the  ridge 
In  broken  bars  along  the  rugged  ribs ; 

The  black  stumos  of  forgotten  forest  fires, 

And  swaths  cut  by  tornadoes  years  agone. 

The  sunshine,  thus,  in  shifting  sheenful  shafts, 
Illuminating  the  cloud-darkened  mount, 

Reviving  in  my  misty  memory 
The  supernumerary  satellites 
Of  the  dramatic  stars  of  old  Japan, 

Outholding  torches  advantageously 
And  lighting  up  the  actor’s  countenance 
When  artfully  grimaced  in  lieu  of  words 
In  the  expression  of  a  thought  or  feeling. 

Leaves  Put  to  Flight  by  Passing  Trains. 

Involved  within  the  suction  of  a  train 
Awhorl  from  cut  to  cut  and  dump  to  dump 
Adown  the  graded  steeps,  the  fallen  leaves 
Start  up  in  flight  and  seemingly  essay 
To  follow  the  fire-wagon,  but  in  vain  ; 

Like  carpers  and  detractors  who  betimes 
Come  whirling  into  wonder  in  the  wake 
Of  worthies  in  their  onward  course  to  fame, 

But  soon  sink  into  nothingness  behind. 

Thistle  Seeds. 

And  there !  serenely  spooming  till  caught  in 
The  cyclone  of  the  cars,  and  whirled  and  tossed, 

A  thrave  of  liberated  thistle  seeds  ; 

As  I,  sometime  in  Smyrna  and  elsewhere, 

Have  seen  the  bolls  of  cotton  rise  and  fall 
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Above  the  string  of  the  suspended  bow 
Of  the  squat  carder  of  the  woody  wool. 

As  I  sometime,  as  well,  have  seen  myself 
Asail  on  the  Pacific  sea  of  love, 

The  purest  of  the  vacts  of  ecstasy, 

Till  caught  in  a  typhoon  of  passion,  and, 

A  moment  later,  left  a  wretched  wreck  ! 

Brown  Burrs  and  Kuslling  Maize. 

And  see  !  how  brown  and  bright  the  burdock  and 
The  clotweed  burrs,  the  Spanish-needle  seeds, 

And  the  rank  Jimson-weed’s  dehiscent  pods  ! 

And  hark  !  the  mournful  rustle  of  the  wind 
Among  the  brown  blades  of  the  unstripped  maize, 
Flying  and  flutt’ring  like  a  myriad 
Of  pennants  from  as  many  bending  masts ! 
Recalling  to  my  mind  the  draped  poles  I 
Have  sometime  seen  in  a  Himal’yan  vale 
Before  a  Buddha-fane  of  Thibetans  : 

The  drapery  attached,  howe’er,  not  leaf, 

Or  pennant-wise,  but  fringe-wise,  up  and  down. 

Winter  Cradles. 

See,  too,  upon  the  leaf-stripped  stems  and  twigs 
Of  the  detenebrated  thickets  the 
Oak-apples,  galls,  and  like  excrescences 
Compounding  strangely  plant  and  animal ! 

And  here  and  there,  the  silken  winter-shroud 
Of  the  great  summer-moth,  Cecropia. 

And  here,  what  dainty  silken  sphere  is  this — 
With,  seemingly,  a  breathing-hole  atop? 

The  cause  of  science  be  my  warrant  and 
World-pardon  for  invading  with  my  knife 
This  sanctuary  of  the  gods  !  Ah,  me  ! 

Behold  a  myriad  of  spider-babes 

Cradled  within  the  ventilated  globe 

Of  cunningly  constructed  non-conductor  silk, 

To  sleep  in  safety  through  the  winter  months  ! 

I  wonder  at  the  wit  inwoven  in  the  world 
Dissected  in  my  sight,  while  I  bewail 
The  slaughter  of  the  innocents  involved — 

The  sacrifice  of  many  things  without, 

That  I  may  think  a  single  thought  within ! 

The  Farded  Foliage. 

The  while  the  summit  perdifoils  are  bare, 

The  trees  below  retain  their  foliage 
In  great  or  greater  part  down  to  the  base ; 
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And  when  illumined  by  the  sunshine  shafts, 
Display  as  brilliant  and  as  diverse  hues 
As  those  above  a  sennight  since  or  so. 

Here,  all  the  painted  gods  of  India 
Io  countless  fancy-fashioned  shapes  and  forms — 
In  yellow,  Rama,  Bharata  in  green, 

Lakshmana,  purple,  and  Satrugha,  red  ; 

And  there  the  hue-distinguished  characters 
Of  the  Moralities  and  Mysteries 
Of  mediaeval  Europe — Judas  in 
Bright  red  (hence  Judas-colored  to  this  day 
Bright  red,  and  Judas-tree,  the  red-bud-tree; 

And  hence,  perhaps,  the  sev’ral  Romish  saints 
By  special  colors  symbolized  to-day.) 

The  fallen  painted  leaves  commingled  lie — 

Oak,  chestnut,  maple,  beech,  birch,  ash,  and  gum  ; 
And  while,  with  downcast  eyes,  1  note  the  kinds 
Of  hardwoods  represented  in  their  foils 
Beneath  my  wayward  steps,  I  lose  myself— 

And  walk  again  among  the  ruins  of 
The  Summer  Palace  of  the  Emperors 
Of  twichild  China  :  acres  overstrewn 
With  bits  of  broken  porcelain,  broken  tiles, 

And  spawls  of  sculptured  marble :  all  that  now 
Remains  in  visual  attestation  of 
The  splendor  and  the  grandeur  of  the  chief 
Of  the  imperial  lodges  of  Cathay : 

Save  the  rare  charms  of  its  environment, 

Or  natural,  or  wrought  by  curious  art; 

And  the  translated  loot  exhibited 
As  trophies  by  the  Vandal  and  the  Goth 
Of  modern  history  in  the  Far  East. 

Anon,  I  am  again  in  Syria, 

And  while  I  measure  the  reputed  Tomb 
Of  Noah — possibly,  a  section  of 
An  ancient  aqueduct,  some  forty  yards 
In  length — I  note  the  scores  of  handkerchiefs, 

Or  cloths  of  various  sizes,  shapes  and  hues, 

Spread  over  it :  the  proxies  of  the  sick 
For  many  miles  around,  sent — for  a  fee 
To  the  enrichment  of  the  knaves  in  charge — 

To  suck  up  a  sufficiency  of  the 

Miraculous  iatric  power  with  which 

The  mausoleum  is  believed  to  be 

Endowed,  to  make  them  hale  and  strong  again  ! 
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In  a  Haunted  House. 

Passing  a  Jong  reputed  haunted  house, 

The  homestead  sometime  of  a  murderer, 

I  make  my  way  with  difficulty  through 
The  matted  growths  surrounding,  to  tire  door : 

A  rabbit  darting  from  beneath  the  sill 
The  moment  I  put  foot  upon  it :  and 
A  pair  of  chickarees  ascending  to 
The  roof,  half  in  affright  and  half  in  sport, 
Stopping  betimes  to  wonder  and  berate. 

But  neither  ghost  nor  ghoul  I  find  within, 

Nor  aught  to  note  of  passing  interest 
Save  on  a  window-pane,  surrounded  by 
A  little  cloud  of  fungus  spores,  the  corse 
Of  a  mould-murdered  house-fly  :  and  anear, 

A  fellow  doomed  to  die  most  wretchedly 
Fixed  by  a  fungus  growing  from  its  mouth  ! 

The  while  I  turn,  however,  to  withdraw, 

I  suffer  haply  as  severe  a  shock 
As  if  a  gory  goblin  had  appeared  : 

My  right  foot  passing  through  the  oaken  floor 
So  colandered  by  termites  as  to  be 
But  little  better  than  a  paper  shell  ! 

The  Pike-Perch  and  the  Roach. 

From  a  great  rock  atilt  beside  a  stream 
Of  cool,  clear,  sparkling  water,  looking  down, 

I  note  a  pike-perch  dart  upon  and  bolt 
A  roach,  albeit  half  its  captor’s  size, 

Advantaged  by  the  shoals  and  rocks  around, 

And  scarce  inferior  in  power  of  fin  : 

The  fatal  instant  being  to  the  roach, 

The  time  required  by  it  to  think  and  act : 

The  inconsiderable  stound  on  which 
The  deft  prestigiator’s  sleight  depends  : 

His  double  actions  being  quicker  than 
The  sense  of  sight  to  signal  to  the  brain. 

The  Soft-shell  Turtle. 

Dredged  by  a  ridger  with  a  long-tined  rake, 

From  the  mud  bottom  of  a  sluggish  stream, 

A  soft-shell  turtle  stays  my  steps  to  note 
Its  visual  peculiarities — 

Its  pointed  snout,  its  clear,  bright  brownish  eyes, 
Its  leathery  shell  and  olivaceous  hues, 

Its  flattened  form  and  its  timidity 
Contrasted  with  the  fierceness  of  the  snapper — 
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Ere  it  is  cast  into  a  coffee-sack 

And  put  upon  the  captor’s  back,  ere  long 

To  seethe  in  a  great  pot  of  savory  soup. 

So,  ever  and  anon,  by  fate  or  chance, 

A  seeming  something  of  another  world, 

Or  weird  or  eldritch,  eerie  or  dantesque, 

Is  fished  up  and  displayed  within  my  sight ; 

Like  a  crude  woodcut  found  at  eve  in  a 
Blackletter  book  on  demonology  : 

A  vague  and  shadowy  shape,  if  nothing  more, 

For  the  imagination  to  illume. 

The  Bittern. 

Affrighted  by  my  floundering  in  a.  bog, 

A  bittern,  belching  out  a  gutteral  quargk  ! 

Uprises  wildly,  and,  with  dangling  legs 
And  outstretched  neck,  makes  off  in  awkward 
flight ; 

Eftsoon,  howe’er,  to  put  itself  in  ship-shape — 

Its  legs  a  rudder  and  its  beak  a  prow— 

And  sail  away  a  graceful  airy  sloop  : 

And  with  such  speed,  a  day  sufficelh  it 
To  pass  from  winter  frosts  to  summer  frogs. 

The  Broad-winged  Buzzard. 

With  claws  projected  even  with  its  beak, 
Forming  a  fell  triumvir  of  rapine, 

A  broad-winged  buzzard  swiftly  swoops  upon 
A  rabbit  squat  behind  a  tuft  of  tath 
Upon  a  summer-pastured  upland  lea; 

But  frightened  from  its  prey  by  mv  approach, 

It  soars  into  the  air  and  circles  ’round 
With  fascinating  ease  and  grace  :  betimes, 

With  folded  wings  obliquely  gliding  from 
An  upper  to  a  lower  sailing  plane : 

And,  ever  and  anon,  utt’ring  a  scream 
Of  mingled  fright,  resentment  and  chagrin, 

Like  the  peculiar  screeching  of  a  saw 
Shiving  a  shingle  from  a  white-pine  butt. 

The  Belted  Kingfisher. 

From  limb  to  limb — dead,  overhanging  streams, 
Revealing  in  their  shoals  its  finny  food ; 

And  thus,  from  inn  to  inn  in  stages,  in 

Its  southward  flight  to  ’scape  the  winter’s  ice, — 

The  belted  king  of  feathered  fishers  flits, 

And,  flitting,  utters  its  peculiar  note, 
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Much  like  a  watchman’s  rattle,  quick  and  sharp. 
Anon,  anear  me,  stopping  in  mid-air 
And  hov’ring  for  a  moment  like  a  hawk, 

It  darts  into  the  limpid  pool  below 
And  soon  emerges  with  a  span-long  dace, 

With  which,  eross-wise  within  its  bolt-like  beak, 

It  hies  to  a  dead  limb  near  by,  to  make 
Of  it,  head  first,  a  tiffin  in  a  trice ! 

A  selkouth  bird,  this  belted  halcyon  ! 

With  its  big  beak,  big  head,  and  crowning  crest, 

A  plumed  Tom  Noddy:  all  head  and  no  body! 
The  while  its  hues — in  flight,  or  perched  on  a 
Dead  limb — compounding  only  white  and  blue, 
Confound  it  with  the  oloud-fieeked  sky  in  which 
It  is  beheld  by  its  suspicious  prey 
Uplooking  from  the  shimmering  shivering  wave; 
The  while  its  prey,  in  turn,  to  ’scape  its  eyes, 
Reveal  above  but  dusky  hues  akin 
To  those  of  the  grey  stones  and  silth  beneath, 

And  in  their  silvery  sides,  the  fitful  sheen 
Of  the  reflecting  ripples  over  them : 

A  reciprocity  of  sham  and  guile 
Most  wondrous  to  the  philosophic  mind  ! 

The  Virginia  Deer  and  the  Covcar. 

Upon  the  summit  of  a  craggy  scaur, 

Outlined  distinctly  in  the  weathergleam, 

And,  ever  and  anon,  illumined  by 
The  shifting  shafts  of  sunshine  through  the 
clouds, — 

Erect,  superbly  tensioned,  sculpturesque, — 

An  old  Virginia  deer — a  full-pronged  buck — 

Scans  his  environment  with  eager  eye, 

Lists  to  each  passing  sound  with  pricked-up  car, 
And  sniffs  the  air  with  a  distended  nostril 
Most  exquisitely  sensitive  to  odors ; 

Betimes,  relieving  his  systemic  strain, 

With  an  electric-actioned  stamping  hoof, 

And  a  repandous,  bunty,  flippant  tail. 

The  while  appear,  in  the  frutescent  fringe 
Around  the  craggy  scaur,  the  forms  in  part 
Of  several  affrighted  does  and  fawns. 

Can  it  be  I,  concealed,  against  the  wind, 

The  cause  of  the  alarm  and  wild  affright? 

It  cannot  be  ;  and,  doubtless,  somewhere  near 
There  is  another  and  more  dreaded  foe. 

L 
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And  there  it  is  !  Between  me  and  the  deer, 

In  full  view  low-crouched,  skulking  silently 
Along  the  shore-line  of  a  shallow  stream 
Screened  from  the  deer  by  dense  arbnstive  clumps 
Of  rhododendron,  aln,  and  kalmia, 

A  cougar :  fiercest  of  the  half  a  score 
Of  beasts  of  prey  of  Appalachia  : 

In  size  and  strength  inferior  alone 
To  the  great  jaguar  of  the  Amazon  : 

And  with  a  forest-range  unparalleled, 

From  ice  to  ice  across  the  torrid  zone ! 

A  wondrous  view !  Within  the  circle  of 
Mv  fixedly  concentred  sight,  a  scene 
In  wood,  word,  pigment,  bronze,  or  marble,  to 
Immortalize  the  art-executor  ! 


Above,  upon  the  central  craggy  scaur, 

Illumined  by  a  sun-shaft,  and  outlined 
Against  the  leaden  clouds  and  weathergleam, 

The  tensely  strained  and  stamping  warden  buck : 
The  Good  of  earth  in  a  symbolic  sense  ! 

His  chestnut  red-brown  hue  with  mouse-dun  tinge, 
Or  running  into  white  in  under  parts, 

Or  brownish-grey,  in  upper,  lustrous  bright, 

And  his  great  eyes  and  antler-prongs  aflash  ! 

The  does  and  fawns  half-hidden  round  about 
In  the  frutescent  partycolored  fringe  : 

A  hue  display  of  such  variety — - 
Such  depth  and  brilliancy,  as  to  surpass 
A  canvas  of  Correggio  :  lavish  to 
Extravagance  with  rare  and  precious  paints. 
Beneath  the  lustrous  buck  and  gaudy  bosk, 

And  somewhat  to  the  left  in  closer  view, 

Within  the  shade  of  the  arbustive  clumps 
Of  rhododendron,  aln,  and  kalmia, 

Along  the  shore-line  of  a  shallow  stream, 

The  cougar  :  cat-like  creeping  stealthily  : 

The  Evil  of  the  earth  incorporate  ! 

Its  deer-like  red-brown  color  sheenless,  dull, 

And  brought  out  with  the  contour  of  the  beast 
By  the  contrasting  grey  stones  of  the  shore, 

The  sombre  bushes  and  the  stygian  stream, 

Or  here  relieved  or  there  intensified, 

By  leaf-wrought  interlucent  shafts  and  sheens. 
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Anon,  the  danger  having  been  determined 
By  one  or  other  of  his  subtile  senses, 

The  buck,  with  a  shrill  whistle,  warns  his  charge, 
And,  followed  wildly  by  the  does  and  fawns, 

Away  he  bounds  !  and  round  about  to  fetch 
A  semi-circle  round  the  beast  of  prey 
And  keep  it  well  within  the  warning  wind ; 

The  while  the  cougar,  startled  at  the  whish 
Of  the  departing  deer,  slinks  into  a 
Dense  growth  of  kalmia  and  disappears : 

But  for  an  instant:  then  to  reappear 
In  swift  pursuit :  a  living  lightning  streak ! 

And  with  the  crait  of  a  geometer, 

Attaining  by  a  shorter  sine  the  point 
In  the  great  circle  synchronously  with 
The  deer  along  the  longer  arc,  selects 
The  nearest  of  the  straggling  does  and  fawns. 

And  parts  it  soon  bewildered  from  the  herd  ; 

And,  similarly  saving  distance  in 
Pursuing  short-cut  sines,  here,  there,  in  quick 
Succession  as  the  fawn  waves  in  its  flight, 

It  gains  at  length  an  advantageous  point, 

And  with  a  sudden  flashing,  springs,  alights 
Upon  its  prey,  and  bears  it  to  the  earth  ! 

The  perspiration  trickling  from  my  brow ! 

My  agitated  heart-beat  audible  ! 

My  muscles  twitching  as  their  tension  breaks ! 

I  mentally  record  the  vision  vanished 
An  epoch-marking  milestone  of  my  life ! 

Battle  between  a  Boy  and  a  Turkey-cock. 

Attracted  by  a  child’s  cry  of  distress, 

I  hasten  to  a  barnyard,  and  behold ! 

A  petticoated,  hatless,  barefoot  boy, 

With  a  defensive  dornock  in  his  hand, 

Pent  in  a  corner  and  affrighted  by 
A  turgid,  pedetentous  turkey-cock  ! 

His  naked  face  and  wrinkled  warty  neck 
Displaying  the  most  livid  red  and  blue ; 

His  lengthened  wattle,  like  a  monstrous  worm, 
O’erhanging  heavily  his  glist’ning  beak ; 

His  beard  projecting  from  his  bulging  breast, 

A  flowing  tuft  of  long,  black,  wiry  hairs  ; 

His  pied  and  rainbowed  body-feathers  ruffed, 
Increasing  wmndrously  his  pompous  bulk  ; 

His  barred  and  banded  tail,  erect,  fan-splayed, 
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And  shifted  and  askewed  from  side  to  side 
With  the  suspense  of  an  automaton, 

To  vary  its  reflections  and  his  vult; 

His  wing-tips,  rigidly  depressed,  betimes, 

Drawn  harshly  grating  on  the  gritty  ground; 

His  steven  echoing  thereafter  from 

The  caverns  of  his  swollen  neck  and  breast, 

In  muffled  and  mysterious  thunderings  ! 

What!  what!  my  little  man !  art  thou  afeard 
Of  a  Falstaffi tying  bobble-cock — 

A  globous  and  begaried  bubble-cock  ! 

But  boo  !  before  the  swollen  swaggerer, 

And  thou  wilt  toom  the  bladder  of  its  wind, 

And  ope  the  door  of  thy  bizarre  Fort  Budd  ! 

Come  !  quick,  my  bov  !  strike  for  thy  liberty  ! 

And  as  thou  boundest  past  the  bully,  pluck 
A  feather  from  his  tail  to  carry  home 
In  token  of  th  v  glorious  victory  ! 

There!  Bravo!  What!  two  feathers  in  thy  hand  ! 
Come,  now.  my  little  man !  into  my  arms 
That  I  may  feel  the  beating  of  thy  heart 
The  while  I  carry  thee  in  triumph  home! 

But  see  !  before  we  go,  the  humbled  bird  ! 

His  naked  colors  dimmed,  his  wattle  shrunk, 

His  feathers  flattened  and  his  bulk  reduced, 

His  wings  tucked  up,  his  echoing  thunders  hushed, 
And  his  defeathered  tail  laid  low  and  lapped  ! 

His  aspect  that  of  Pistol  eating  leek ! 


Faustina. 


Returning  to  my  intermontane  lodge, 

By  chance  I  enter  unobserved,  and  lo ! 
Faustina,  wan  and  wasted,  rocking  to 
And  fro,  before  a  crimson-curtained  pane, 
Or  ruddily  illumed  or  gloomed  by  turns : 
Knitting  the  while  with  partycolored  wool 
A  winter-wrapping  for  her  darling  babe: 
The  infant  semi-naked  on  the  floor 
Atug  with  hair-entangling  hands  a  cat — 

A  well-fed,  sleek,  and  glossy  tortoise-shell, 
Submitting  unconcernedly  the  while 
It  bowls  about  Faustina’s  ball  of  yarn. 
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TUESDA  Y,  October  26th,— 1.30  P.  M. 
Meteorological. 

A  cloudless  sky  and  yet  not  clear  and  bright : 

An  eye  of  love  but  with  a  lowered  lash  : 

A  look  of  sweetness  and  of  sadness  joined : 
Pervaded  by  the  poetry  of  Petrarch. 

The  air  involves  a  hyacinthinc  haze : 

In  diverse  tints  and  tones,  determined  by 
The  depths  and  distance  of  the  dales  in  view. 

And  so,  by  in  perceptible  degrees, 

From  light  to  shade,  adown  the  watchet  way, 
Abstracting  the  observer  from  himself 
And  losing  him  in  a  chaotic  gloom  .... 

Without  or  shape  or  shadow  ....  till  behold, ! 
Afar,  amid  the  intermontane  mist, 

Above  the  chimney  of  my  log-built  lodge, 

A  ring  of  reek  of  bright  celestial  blue, 

As  if  by  an  angellic  limner  wrought, 

A  holy  halo  o’er  Faustina’s  head ! 

The  sun  glows  with  a  mid-September  warmth  : 
The  little  whirlwinds,  bred  along  the  bare 
And  heated  highways,  raise  up  clouds  of  dust, 
Which,  shifting  and  revolving  in  the  sight, 

Seem  madcap  waltzing  sylphs  and  sprites :  anon, 
Recalling  to  my  mind  the  grander  whirls 
Of  dust  and  sand  I  sometime  have  beheld 
Upon  the  pulque-plains  of  Anahuac 
And  the  sepulchral  wastes  of  Africa : 

As  well  the  sweeping,  swirling  waterspouts 
Off  Terra  del  Fuega’s  storm-swept  shores. 

Color  and  Other  Changes. 

How  changed  the  aspect  of  the  mountain  side ! 
The  blotching  blacks  where  yester  week  were 
browns  : 

The  tawny  tints  where  yester  week  were  golds: 

The  dusky  duns  where  yester  week  were  reds : 

The  muddy  mauves  in  lieu  of  violets: 

The  mirk  maroons  in  lieu  of  cardinals : 

The  tarnished  and  the  tattered  in  the  stead 
Of  the  resplendent  and  the  wholly  clad. 

The  view  suggesting  as  its  counterpart 
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In  human  guise  a  wanton  gypsy  quean, 

As  I  sometime  have  seen  in  southern  Spain, 

With  a  half-emptied  wine-cup  in  her  hand  : 

Her  hair  disheveled  o’er  her  dusky  brow  ; 

Her  eyes  set  in  a  maudlin  misty  maze ; 

Her  brazen  brooch  and  ear-rings  lustreless ; 

Her  dress  of  divers  and  of  deepest  dyes, 

In  rags,  assoiled  with  dust,  half  cast  aside : 

A  faint  blue  film  of  smoke  involving  her 
As  it  comes  from  a  cavern  at  her  back. 

Anon,  as  such  an  autumn  scene  belike 
Hath  shaped  itself  in  the  puetic  mind 
Of  ancient  Greece,  the  death  of  Hercules : 

The  naked  brawny  hero  doomed  to  die, 

Resigned  majestically  to  bis  fate, 

Reclining  on  his  tawny  lion’s  hide 
Outspread  upon  the  burning  pile  of  wood; 

The  smoke  arising  forming  a  thin  veil 
As  well  unto  the  blazing  fagots  as 
The  outline  of  the  dying  demigod — 

The  sun  in  an  anthropomorphic  form. 

Falling  Leaves  and  Coming  Fancies. 

Solivagant  in  a  secluded  dell, 

Still  shaded  by  subnuded  perdifoils, 

I  watch  the  partycolorecl  leaves  descend  : 

As  I  have  seen  the  pigeons  of  St.  Mark, 

When  the  great  horologe  of  Venice  has 
Invited  them  to  dine,  come  sailing  down 
In  silence  from  the  roofs  and  cornices 
Of  the  grand  piles  around,  the  horses  hitched 
By  Nero  to  the  solar  chariot, 

And  the  winged  lion  on  the  ruddy  style — 

A  seeming  Durga-symbol,  by  the  way, 

Ta’en,  Imply,  from  her  worshipers  in  Ind — 

And  settle  in  the  famed  piazza  of 
The  City  of  the  Sea  in  piebald  flocks. 

As  I  have  seen  the  painted  paroquets, 

The  parrots  and  the  lories,  wing  their  way 
Within  the  wondrous  wood  of  New  South  Wales — 
The  ground  beneath  strewn  not  with  leaves  but 
bark 

Torn  from  the  trunks  and  limbs  in  shreds  and 
strips. 

As  I  have  seen  the  fish  of  the  South  Sea, 

Of  divers  colors  and  fantastic  shapes, 
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Disport  in  the  transparent  depths  in  which 
The  coral  mites,  secerning  marble  from 
The  salt  salt  sea,  construct,  with  wondrous  skill, 
Their  grand  communal  palaces  and  tombs. 

Fantastic  Forms. 

Subnude  or  nude,  the  bushes  and  the  trees 
At  every  turn  present  fantastic  forms  : 

Here,  wretched  felons  at  the  whipping-post, 
Stripped  to  the  waist,  and  flecked  and  striped  with 
gore 

Yon  white-boled  slender  birch,  the  maiden  so 
Inhumanly  begashed  at  Hannastown  : 

The  meagre  docket  entries  of  whose  woes 
Suffice  alone  to  make  the  blood  run  cold ! 

Here,  bones  above  and  flesh  below,  the  masks 
Called  medyoxes  by  corrupting  tongues ; 

Or,  weirder  still,  the  pipe-clay  painted  blacks 
Of  Queensland  in  the  form  of  skeletons 
About  to  join  in  a  corrobboree, 

I  Hummed  by  a  brush  fire  and  the  moon ; 

And  here,  surrounded  by  a  score  of  Loves 
In  round  and  rosy  plenitude  of  flesh, 

A  painted  Venus  of  but  yesterday 
Anatomized  by  a  crazed  Cignoli 
Into  a  gaunt  and  ghastly  skeleton ! 

Oak  Leaves. 

The  oak  leaves  are  in  the  perfection  of 
Their  autumn  coloration :  plucking  them 
From  bush  and  bending  bough,  I  form  of  them, 
Arranged  within  my  hand  like  playing  cards, 

A  color  sequence  from  the  lightest  rose, 

Through  all  the  wines,  the  garnets,  and  maroons, 
To  a  dark  pleochroic  mauve-glossed  damask — 

A  study  for  a  Chevreul  for  a  month  ! 

The  Crab-apple. 

Bending  beneath  the  spreading  boughs  of  a 
Disburdened  crab,  I  take  up  from  the  ground 
A  greasy,  golden-tinted  apple— how 
Delicious  to  the  sense  of  smell !  and  yet 
Suggesting  to  the  mind  nor  this  nor  that, 

Involving  a  like  odor  or  a  strange  ? 

To  such  extent  the  sense  of  smell  has  been 
Subordinated  to  the  sense  of  sight, 

The  memory  recalls  not  scents  but  scenes — 

The  fancy  never  sniffs  but  shapes  and  shows — 
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Imagination  pictures  not  perfumes — 

And  the  bouquets  of  dreams  are  odorless ! 

A  Three-Storied  Bird’s-Nest. 

But  what  is  this — this  strange  abnormal  nest? 
Aha  !  a  storied  summer-yellowbird’s 
Designed  to  cheat  the  cowbird  in  her  turn, — 
Leaving  her  cuckoo-egg  to  addle  in 
The  cellar  while  the  builder’s  eggs  above 
Are  hatched  and  the  brood  reared  by  her  without 
The  forced  charge  of  a  greedy  graceless  waif! 

The  nest  dissected,  see  !  three  floors  in  it ! 

The  second  and  the  third  above  the  shells 
In  fragments  of  the  eggs  the  builder’s  strength 
Could  not  remove,  but  which  her  wit  could  void  ! 
And  yet  there  are  philosophers  who  hold 
That  they  alone  of  all  created  things 
And  their  creator  in  their  image,  think ! 

Of  fools,  the  first  is  the  exclusive  fool ! 

The  worm,  for  whom  alone  the  world  was  wrought ! 
The  mite,  that  makes  his  God  a  second  self  ! 

The  builder  of  this  storied  nest  not  think? 

As  well  as  he  that  built  the  Brooklyn  Bridge. 

The  Katy-did. 

Upon  a  twig-tip  of  a  chestnut-oak, 

Uprising  frcm  a  dough  beneath  a  cliff 
Projecting  tow’rcl  the  sinking  southing  sun, 

A  katydid — mistaking  seemingly 
The  noon-past  of  October’s  sleepaway 
For  a  September  moonlit  night— 

Enters  the  antres  of  my  eyes  and  ears, 

A  sight  and  sound  of  quaint  suggestiveness. 
Mimetic  mormo  of  a  glist’ning  leaf 
Bagged  and  rolled  upon  a  slender  stem, 

How  Avell  thy  pale  green  hues,  thy  peas-cod  sheaths, 
Thy  slender  legs,  and  nemaline  antennae, 

Subserve  the  inwrought  end  of  thy  salvation  ! 
Thou,  gracefulest  of  the  grasshopper  gens, 

And  loveliest  of  the  leaf-locust  clan  ! 

And  wilt  thou  cease  not  thy  sheath-rasped  sing¬ 
song  ? 

Dicacious  katydid  !  Among  the  horde 
Of  sound-producing  beetles,  bugs,  and  bees, 

Most  closely  simulating  human  speech — 

Most  wondrously  gab-gifted  :  as  among 
The  fishes,  the  Ohio  thunder-pump ; 
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The  reptiles,  the  bass  blurting  blood-an’-oun’s ; 
The  birds,  the  melancholy  whip-poor-will ; 

And  mammifers  below  the  salt  of  Man 
The  howling  monkey  of  the  Amazon. 

Incarnate  iteration,  katydid! 

Engrylled  refrain  !  encricketed  encore  ! 

Nay,  entomologized  battology ! 

Hadst  lived  in  the  mythopoetic  age 
Of  the  great-nosed  Ovidius,  thou,  haply, 

Hadst  been  involved  in  his  melodious  verse 
And  lived  thenceforward  an  ideal  life 
Indissoluble  with  humanity, 

The  type  of  the  twice-told  par  excellence — 

The  symbol  of  the  sing-song  over  all  ; 

Or  Poe’s  weird  raven  croaking  Nevermore, 

Or  the  daft  Dane  still  harping  on  my  daughter — 
An  insect  Hamilton,  his  single  speech 
Repeating  in  atonement  evermore  ! 

The  Eel. 

Affrighted  from  its  midday  hiding-place, 

By  the  uplifting  of  a  shielding  stone 
And  the  intrusion  of  a  prodding  staff, 

An  eel,  emerging  from  the  cloud  of  ooze 
Arising  and  diffusing  through  the  pool, 

Appears  in  the  pellucid  flood  beyond, 

The  curve  of  beauty  in  the  form  of  fish ! 

An  interesting  theme,  as  thing  or  thought, 

This  fish-form  fore  and  after-shadowing 
The  coming  snake  and  antecedent  worm  ; 

This  type  of  the  uncertain  for  all  time, 

And  sign  and  symbol  of  a  secret  sense 
Too  shameful  and  obscene  for  vocal  speech ; 

This  wriggling  pole  round  which  a  wabbling  world 
Of  wisdom  and  of  folly  has  revolved 
For  ages  and  for  ages  will  as  well — 

A  mystic  mythic  mund  of  mind  and  mud 
Commingling  in  sotadic  sapience. 

The  Fountain  Frog. 

Upon  the  platform  of  a  stone-walled  spring, 
Belonging  to  a  log-built  hut  in  sight 
In  roofless  ruin  and  vine-clad  decay, 

A  fountain  frog  sits  silent,  motionless — 

A  quaint  incorporation  of  the  dumps — 

An  incarnation  of  the  blues  and  bile, 
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The  mubblefubbles  and  the  Wertheresque, 

Baiting  its  bale  by  meditating  on  it. 

Until,  alarmed  at  my  approach,  blurt !  splash  ! 

The  seeming  melancholy  mannikin 
Dives  into  the  blae  waters  of  the  spring, 

And,  stirring  up  the  bottom  ooze  and  silth, 
Conceals  in  the  diffusive  cloud  its  flight 
To  the  safe  Troy-town  of  the  walling  stones  : 
Pursuit  as  cunningly  evading  as 
The  storied  ink-discharging  cuttle-fish, 

Or  stink-pot-throwing  beetle-bombadier ! 

Goodbye,  friend  frog!  thou,  warden  of  the  well. 
Cleansing  its  waters  of  polluting  flies 
And  claiming  refuge  from  thy  enemies 
Within  its  castle-confines  in  return  ; 

Thou,  fact  without  evolved  within  the  world 
Of  human  thought  into  a  myriad 
Of  fancies — living  an  immortal  life 
Among  the  lerd  and  lewd  in  song  and  story, 

Saw,  myth,  and  fable,  parable  and  sign, 

From  the  age  of  the  Vedas  till  to-day, 

And  from  the  Neva  of  the  North  half-world 
Unto  the  Murrumbidgee  of  the  South. 

The  Turkey-Buzzard. 

Roused  seemingly  from  a  dondinner  doze, 

(With  half-spread  pinions  in  the  slanting  sun, 

And  a  most  rueful  and  dejected  vult, 

The  while  it  mopes  and  mumps  upon  the  ground,) 
A  turkey-buzzard  stoops  an  instant,  then, 
Unfolding  its  great  wings  and  springing  fair 
And  featly  from  the  earth  into  the  air, 

Affixes  me  in  wonder  at  its  flight. 

With  a  few  powerful  and  hurried  flaps, 

Up,  up  it  rises  and  away  it  speeds ! 

Until,  ascended  half  a  mile  above 
The  mountain  crest,  with  wings  spread  motion¬ 
less — 

Their  tips  apart  and  turned  up,  giving  it 
The  semblance  of  a  printer’s  brace  supine, 

And  serving  as  a  keel  and  rudder  to 
The  ether-borne  and  ether-wafted  ship — 

Until  it  seems  a  scarcely  moving  speck, 

And  passes  from  my  fascinated  sight 
To  linger  in  my  mind  a  moment  more 
An  undeterminable  fact  or  fancy  : 

Like  a  recurring  dream  of  troubled  sleep 
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Haunting  the  brain  to  thorough  wakefulness. 

A  volant  of  rare  grace  and  majesty, 

This  typic  vulture  of  America: 

Soaring  so  regally,  I  marvel  not 
A  kindred  bird  has  been  to  Romulus, 

To  Caesar  and  the  great  Octavius, 

A  fateful  sign  of  their  supreme  estate. 

A  volant,  too,  of  vast  and  various 
Involvings  as  a  typic  species  of 
The  vultures  of  the  world :  unto  true  birds 
Of  prey,  as  Sherman’s  bummers  were  unto 
His  soldiers  in  his  Grand  March  to  the  Sea: 

The  continental  correspondents  of 
The  oceanic  gulls  :  sharing  the  world 
As  scavengers  of  equal  sway  :  the  one 
Ashore,  the  other  on  the  sea,  supreme: 

The  maw-juice  of  the  twain  an  alkahest 
In  which  the  world  of  the  decayed  dissolves 
And  shifts  into  an  elemental  chaos  .... 

Ah,  me!  the  sight  of  this  suggestive  bird — 

This  egg-fact  of  the  fabled  Gryps  of  old, 

The  Seleucide  and  the  Stymphalian  birds, 

The  Harpy,  and  the  like — how  quickly  it 
Revives  the  vultures  I  betimes  have  seen 
In  other  climes  more  servile  to  the  sun ; 

The  human-corse-gorged  vultures  round  about 
The  Parsee  Tow’rs  of  Silence  of  Bombay — 

The  undertaker  and  the  grave  in  one 
Unto  the  remnant  of  the  followers 
Of  Zoroaster  in  imperial  Ind ; 

The  urubus  or  buzzards  of  Para: 

In  contemplation  of  the  flight  of  which, 

A  cunning  wight,  ambitious  to  fulfil 

The  promise  of  his  great  name,  Julius  Caesar, 

And  dominate  the  air  if  not  the  earth, 

Devised  his  wondrous  urubu-machine — 

In  theory,  to  put  within  the  power 
Of  earth-fast  man  the  means  of  airy  flight, 

But,  in  reality,  to  tap  the  till 
Of  coffee-rich  and  credulous  Brazil, 

And  while  he  raised  himself  in  fame  and  fortune, 
Left  all  besides  still  sticking  in  the  mud  ; 

And  the  imperial  condor  of  Peru  : 

Possessing  an  adaptability 
To  opposite  extremes  most  marvelous : 

One  moment,  flightless,  gorged  with  rottenness 
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Within  the  filthy,  foetid  furnace  of 
Air  equatorial  quebrado,  and, 

The  next,  aloft  in  an  ecstatic  flight 
Within  the  rare  and  radiant  ether  of 
The  polar  pinnacles  of  Chimborazo  ! 
Alternating  ’twixt  the  equator  and 
The  poles,  putridity  and  purity  ! 


The  Ruffed  Grouse. 


Hearing  the  rustle  of  dry  leaves  anear, 

And  looking  as  I  list,  through  a  chance  rent 
Within  the  leafy  screen  upon  my  left, 

Behold !  a  raffed  grouse  coming  toward  me — on, 
Till,  having  reached  an  intervening  log, 

It  leaps  upon  it  and  begins  to  strut — 

A  seeming  turkey-cock  in  miniature — 

Its  head  thrown  back,  its  tail  erect  and  spread, 

Its  wings  depressed,  its  body  feathers  raised, 

And  its  peculiar  neck-side  ruff  displayed  : 
Suggesting  [Holbein’s  Queen  Elizabeth, 

And  the  frilled  lizard  of  Australia. 

Anon,  half-squatting  crosswise  on  the  log, 

Its  head  still  up  and  back,  its  tail  still  spread 
But  not  erect — projecting  backward,  and 
Its  neck  and  body  plumes  relaid  and  lapped, 

It  flaps  its  spread  and  tensely  stiffened  wings, 
Thrice,  nervously,  deliberately,  then, 

With  such  rapidity  and  vehemence, 

The  arcs  described  seem  a  haze-hemisphere, 

And  the  resultant  drumming  simulates 


The  rumbling  of  reverberating  thunder  ! 

Well  done — nay,  wondrouslv,  my  feathered  friend 

In  the  expression  of  thy  vigor  and 

Hilarity,  or  whatsoever  leads 

Thee  to  assert  in  thv  peculiar  way 

Thy  avian  individuality ! 

Nay,  nay  ;  remain  !  Again  I  would  behold 
The  conquassation  of  thy  rigid  wings 
And  hear  thy  tautophonic  thundering  ; 

If  for  no  other  cause  or  reason  than 
The  confirmation  of  my  sense  of  sight 
As  to  the  manner  and  the  means  employed : 

The  same,  good  faith,  as  those  involved  in  the 
Name-giving  buzzing  of  the  busy  bee, 

And  humming  of  the  bee-like  humming-bird. 
Thou  wilt  not  ?  Well,  away,  good  grouse,  in  peace 
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The  Flying  Squirrel. 

Asleep  within  an  old  stag-headed  oak  : 

As  if  condemned  by  Day  to  undergo 

The  ancient  Persian  punishment  called  scaphism  : 

A  family  of  flying-squirrels  lie  ; 

Until,  affrighted  by  the  felling  of 
An  overtopping  tulip-tree  anear  : 

Its  limbs  in  their  descent  lashing  the  oak : 

They — one,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six  ! — issue  from 
The  darkness  of  their  donjon-keep  into 
The  sunshine  of  a  cloudless  afternoon  : 

And  from  the  eerie  eventide  of  dreams 
Into  the  chiming  of  awakening : 

Leaving  the  consciousness  divided  ’twixt 
The  sun-  and  soul-illuminated  worlds  : 

And  sail  away  in  weird  and  wondrous  flight : 

From  tree  to  tree,  in  long  descending  sweeps 
And  short  ascending  :  like — what  shall  I  say  ? 

Like  demon  divers  in  a  sea  of  strass ; 

Like  dainty  little  fur-clad  aiding  sprites 
Tobogganing  adown  a  crystal  slide  ; 

Like  shuttles  cast  by  a  demented  nymph 
To  clothe  her  with  imaginary  lace ; 

Like  graphite  points  in  spectral  giant  hands 
Describing  graceful  parabolic  curves ! 

But  what  is  this  so  suddenly  withdraws 
My  fancy-firing  vision  from  the  flight 
Of  the  affrighted  squirrels?  Thump!  Ah,  me! 
One  of  the  fair,  diffugous  family, 

Killed,  aiblins,  by  the  shock,  dead  at  my  feet ! 
Poor,  hapless  thing!  And  yet,  while  I  deplore 
The  accident  that  has  bereft  thee  of 
The  mystic  motor  of  thy  being,  life, 

I  secretly  rejoice  that  fate'  has  cast 

Thy  corse  within  my  reach  :  that  I  may  note, 

And  with  a  childish  pleasure  marvel  at, 

Thy  pelage,  in  my  palm,  as  soft  and  smooth 
As  if  it  were  an  infant’s  breath  infurred ; 

Thy  colors,  ranging  from  a  smoky  black 
Through  slaty  brown  to  drab  and  creamy  white  ; 
Thy  dusk-developed  sense-belongings  :  ears 
And  whiskers  of  a  size  significant : 

And  big  round  eyes,  as  black  as  ever  shone 
Within  the  grisping  of  the  ev’ning  grown 
Into  the  visage  of  a  Spanish  maid ; 

Thy  broad  flat  silky  tail,  that  in  thy  flight 
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Subserves  the  double  purpose  of  a  sail 
And  rudder  to  a  ship  ;  and  thy  side  laps 
And  folds  of  skin  that  constitute  thy  chief 
Peculiarity  :  thy  pseudo  wings : 

Aerial  floats  :  or,  better,  studding  sails 
Bent  to  thy  fore  and  aft  legs  as  outriggers, 

And  to  a  special  spar  at  thy  wrist  joints : 

That  make  of  thee  a  seeming  anything 
That  sails  or  floats,  swoops,  dives,  or  spooms 
within 

The  soundless  sky  or  o’er  or  in  the  sea : 

Incarnate  kite :  incorporated  ship  : 

Concorporated  mole  and  parachute  : 

Consarcinated  feather,  fin,  and  fur : 

Ensquirreled  devilet :  or  what  you  will. 

The  Traveling  Circus. 

While  traversing  a  village,  homeward  hound, 
The  stirring  music  of  a  circus-band 
Attracts  my  ear ;  and  lo !  the  tent  appears, 

A  canvas  Coliseum  :  worn  and  torn  : 

Beluted  with  successive  clouds  of  dust 
And  show’rs  of  rain  :  and  otherwise  besmirched : 
O’erflown  by  faded  Hags  and  ragged :  and 
Surrounded  with  a  chaos  strikingly 
In  keeping  with  the  summer  season’s  close : 
Involving  vehicles  with  broken  wheels, 

Spliced  tongues,  assoiled  and  tarnished  beds, 

And  galled  and  jaded  horses  hitched  around, 
Hoops,  hurdles,  bars,  a  folded  side-show  tent, 

Poles,  harness,  trappings,  hay,  oats,  buckets,  bales, 
Chained  mastiffs,  and  night-worked  exhausted  men 
Stretched  out  beneath  the  wagons  fast  asleep. 

The  Circus  in  Retrospection. 

Ah,  me !  as  on  I  wend  my  homew'ard  way — 

The  crash  of  cymbals  and  the  din  of  mirth 

Decreasing  as  I  go — how  vividly 

The  circus  of  my  youth  comes  back  to  me : 

In  its  details  and  as  a  wondrous  whole : 

The  chief  of  all  the  pleasures  of  the  earth  ; 

The  acme  of  the  glories  of  the  globe ! 

“The  showr  is  coming!  ”  with  electric  speed, 
Passing  from  lip  to  lip  and  heart  to  heart, 

Until  a  common  thrill  of  joy  possessed 
The  boys  and  girls  of  the  community  ! 
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The  big  bills  :  covering  the  sides  of  barns  : 
Prefiguring  the  future  in  a  style 
The  most  attractive  to  the  young  and  old : 

In  gorgeous,  wondrous,  and  exciting  scenes 
Involving  the  artistic  labors  of  a  score 
Of  limners  of  transcendent  fantasy, 

Word-mongers  of  superlative  degrees, 

And  printers  of  exhaustless  founts  of  ink, 

Red,  yellow,  green,  pink,  purple,  blue,  and  black — 

The  picture  representing  Noah’s  ark 

And  all  the  living  creatures  of  the  earth 

In  a  procession  going  thence  into 

The  Grandest  Moral  Show  the  Wondering  World 

Has  witnessed  since  the  universal  Flood — 

A  fascinating  study  for  a  fortnight ! 

And  the  gigantic  polysyllables, 

Inexplicable,  unpronounceable, 

E’en  to  the  teacher  of  the  village  school, 

Of  vast  albeit  vague  significance : 

Portentous  of  the  infinitely  big ! 

The  saving  of  the  cents:  and  then,  at  length, 
The  golden  dawning  of  the  glorious  day ! 

The  bolted  breakfast  and  impatient  tramp 
A  league  or  more  to  meet  the  coming  show ! 

The  elephant  uprising  o’er  the  hill : 

His  monstrous  flapping  ears :  his  white  curved 
tusks : 

His  swinging  trunk  :  his  man-like  moving  legs  : 
And  his  stupendous  naked  bulk  anear : 

Dwarfing  the  very  mountains  in  my  sight ! 

The  grand  triumphal  entry  into  town  : 

The  while  the  sidewalks,  windows,  balconies; 

And  shade-trees  scarce  accommodate  the  throng 
In-gathered  from  the  country  round  for  miles : 

In  gala  dress :  assuaging  thirst  with  small-beer 
And  hunger  with  huge  hunks  of  hoosier-bread : 
Upon  the  court-house  curb,  the  Ridger  and 
His  family  :  two  youngsters  in  his  arms  : 

A  third  and  fourth  before  him,  holding  each 
An  ear  of  a  lank  hound  between  his  legs : 

Upon  his  right,  Long  Siss  and  Buckwheat  Bill : 
And  on  his  left,  Pete,  Huckleberry  Hen, 

Sue,  Kate,  and  a  rotund  innominate 
Reposing  on  its  sturdy  mother’s  breast. 
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The  dragon-shaped  band-wagon  in  the  van  : 
Drawn  by  a  score  of  milk-white  horses :  groomed 
To  sleekness :  plumed :  and  prancing  in  their 
pride : 

The  driver,  in  the  dragon’s  head,  with  a 
Bewilderment  of  lines  within  his  hands ; 

And  then  the  music — was  there  ever  heard 
More  heaving,  thrilling,  soul-inspiring  strains 
Than  issued  from  the  blaring  brazen  horns, 

The  crashing  cymbals,  and  the  booming  drums, 
Contained  within  the  wagon-monster’s  womb  ? 

The  monkey  dressed  in  a  fantastic  suit 
And  strapped  upon  a  Shetland  pony’s  back ; 

The  score  or  so  of  wagons  following : 

The  horses  plumed,  the  drivers  clad  in  red, 

The  box-beds  pictured  gorgeously  and  decked 
With  flags  of  many  nations :  bearing  each 
On  top,  besides,  a  monstrous  bowing  mask  ! 

The  crowned  and  sceptred  empress  of  the  earth, 
Upon  a  charriot-throne,  and  at  her  side 
A  living  lion  in  a  silken  leash  : 

Symbolic  of  her  universal  sway  ; 

The  steam  Caliope :  heard  half  a  league 
Toot-tooting  “Polly  put  the  kettle  on 
The  knight  in  armor  on  a  piebald  horse; 

The  elephant  draped  with  a  scarlet  cloth  : 

His  turbaned  oriental  driver  with 
A  prod-hook  goad,  astraddle  his  short  neck  ; 

The  camels  similarly  draped,  but  not 
Sufficiently  to  hide  from  view  their  humps 
And  crooked  necks,  splay  feet,  and  scrawny  legs : 
Making  the  more  apparent  the  compact 
And  shapely  bulk  of  the  huge  elephant; 
Concluding  with  the  paint-and-powdered  clown, 

In  a  fantastic  garb  of  bars  and  stars, 

Astride  a  moping,  melancholy  mule  ! 

And  then  the  apparition  of  the  tent : 

Involved  in  an  entanglement  of  ropes : 

Like  an  enormous  mottled  moth  held  in 
The  meshes  of  a  monster  spider-web  : 

A  palace  of  enchantment  fluttering 

With  countless  flaunting  flags,  where  y ester  night 

Was  seen  alone  the  clover-scented  sward  ; 

And  here  and  there  a  painted  awning  spread 
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Above  a  marvelous  display  of  popcorn  balls, 
Gigantic  sticks  of  candy,  pea-nuts,  cakes, 
Cigars,  and  tubs  of  ice-cold  lemonade ! 

And  here  and  there  as  well :  attracting  to 
As  many  points  the  curious  of  the  throng : 
Machines  to  test  alike  their  limbs  and  lungs, 
And  wheels  and  cards,  their  gullibility  ! 

Anear  the  side-show  :  almost  hid  behind 
A  score  of  canvas  screens  displaying  in 
The  most  attactive  style  to  wondering  eyes 
The  counterfeit  presentments  of  the  world 
Of  wonders  to  be  seen  within :  all  for 
A  dime :  as  bellowed  with  stentorian  voice 
The  wild-eyed  ticket-seller  on  a  box : 

A  seeming  fortune  in  banknotes  between 
The  fingers  of  his  left  hand  :  representing 
The  thousands  who  already  have  beheld 
The  Chinese  giant  and  the  Russian  dwarf, 

The  Leopard  King  and  the  Circassian  Beauty, 
The  Wild  Australian  and  the  Tattooed  Man, 
The  Fat  Boy  and  the  Euchre-playing  Pig, 

The  Anaconda  of  the  Amazon, 

The  Slave  of  Washington,  Napoleon’s  Boots, 
The  great  What-is-it?  and  six-legged  calf! 

The  while  within,  a  happy  hireling  turns 
The  crooked  crank  of  a  hand-organ  to 
Attract  the  throng  with  the  resounding  strains. 

Anon,  the  open-air  performance  drawing 
The  eyes  of  all  to  the  wire-walker :  dressed 
In  pink  silk  tights,  a  whorl  of  fluffy  gauze, 

A  spangled  boddice  and  a  jaunty  bat: 

The  while  she  walks  a  tightened  wire  attached 
To  the  projecting  centre-pole  above 
And  to  a  tackle-tightener  below  : 

Lifts  one  leg,  then  the  other,  kneels,  lies  down  : 
Then  rises  and  retires  ’mid  great  applause. 

And  then  the  jam  about  the  ticket-wagon  : 
Two  hundred  men  and  women  crowding  to 
Secure  the  first  among  two  thousand  seats  : 

Big  Bill  McGousler,  sweating,  swearing,  braced 
Against  the  end-gate  of  the  gorgeous  van  ; 

Old  Nancy  Tompkins,  bonnetless,  and  flushed 
With  victory,  aloft  on  a  hind  wheel, 

N 
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And  little  Sammy  Smith  and  Bully  Jones, 
Hair-pulling  for  the  summit  of  the  other. 


Anon  a  view  of  the  interior: 

So  vast,  so  strange,  so  filled  with  eerie  light : 
Chokes  with  emotions  never  felt  before, 

And  checks  the  beating  of  a  bounding  heart. 

0  world  of  wonders  in  the  cages  to 

The  right  and  left :  the  Monkeys  and  Macaws  : 

The  Striped  Hyena  and  the  Antilope : 

The  Baby  Hippopotamus  :  the  Gnu  : 

The  Royal  Bengal  Tiger :  the  Giraffe  : 

The  Ostrich  the  Flamingo :  and  the  Bear  : 
Fulfilling  not,  howe’er,  in  numbers,  size, 

And  savage  fierceness,  the  explicit  bills : 
Creating  a  vague  feeling  of  disgust 
Commingled  with  a  certain  disappointment : 
Awaking  an  idea  of  distrust: 

Impelling  to  impatience  for  the  ring 
Performance  to  begin  and  make  amends  : 
Impelling  also  to  engaging  in 
The  scramble  seemingly  of  half  the  throng 
To  seat  themselves  upon  the  highest  round 
Of  the  concentric  benches,  to  command 
A  view  of  all  transpiring  in  the  ring : 

And  get,  perchance,  besides,  in  peeps  into 
The  penetralia  of  the  dressing-room, 

Most  appetizing  antepasts  of  the 
Ineffable  delights  to  come  betimes. 


Ah,  me !  the  vanity  of  the  attempt 
To  put  in  words  the  panorama  of 
The  circus  as  it  entered  and  became 
A  precious  part  thereafter  of  the  hoy : 

To  pass  without  impairment  to  the  man  ! 


The  opening  parade  :  including  four 
And  twenty  horsemen  gorgeously  arrayed 
In  silk  and  velvet,  plumes  and  gold :  the  while 
The  music  of  the  band  in  seeming  waves 
Pervading  the  pavilion  :  and  betimes 
Converting  the  performance  in  the  ring 
Into  an  eerie  and  fantastic  swirl 
Revolving  in  a  surging  sea  of  sound ! 
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The  courteous  ring-master :  in  top  boots, 

A  fashionably  cut  brass-buttoned  coat, 

And  wielding  as  the  symbol  of  his  sway 
A  wondrous  long-laslied  and  loud-cracking  whip; 
The  clown  in  red  and  white  and  blue  barred  tights  : 
The  sun  and  moon  and  stars  depicted  on 
His  clean-shaved  whitened  face  in  black  and  red ; 
And  wearing  on  his  canvas-covered  head 
A  soft  felt  hat  assuming  in  his  hands 
A  thousand  shapes,  and  giving  to  his  face 
And  form  as  many  comical  expressions  : 

His  every  word  and  deed  provocative 

Of  loud  and  long  resounding  roars  of  laughter! 

To  be  a  clown  were  greater  than  a  king ! 

The  world-renowned  equestrienne  :  a  sylph 
If  ever  there  was  one  upon  the  earth  ! 

A  constant  smile,  a  flash  of  crimson  silk, 

A  flutter  of  encircling  folds  of  gauze, 

A  pair  of  pink  perplexities  belorv, 

An  airy  grace — O  bliss  ineffable, 

To  call  the  exquisite  compounding,  wife  ! 

The  wale  of  all  the  women  of  the  world  ! 


The  acrobats  :  of  superhuman  power, 

To  one  who  could  no  more  than  skin  a  cat! 
Their  brawn  and  thews  of  gum-elastic  and 
Their  bones  of  finest  tempered  carriage-springs  ! 

The  bare-back  rider :  marvelous  beyond 
The  powers  of  speech  to  compass  and  express ! 
Turning  a  backward  double-somersault 
Through  a  balloon  and  lighting  on  his  feet 
Upon  the  bare  back  of  the  loping  horse 
Beneath — I  scarcely  could  believe  my  eyes, 

In  seeing  Robinson  perform  the  feat! 


• 

The  modern  Sampson  apd  the  Woman  with 
The  Iron  Jaw  :  the  former  catching  on 
His  naked  neck  a  tossed-up  cannon-ball 
Sufficient  seemingly  to  crush  an  ox ; 

The  latter  taking  in  her  teeth  a  thong 
And  lifting  from  the  ground  the  Hercules 
Bound  to  a  board  and  girdled  with  a  belt! 


108 


The  trained  dogs :  one  among  the  half  a  score 
As  full  of  antics  as  the  clown  himself : 

A  canine  incarnation  of  the  comic ! 

The  Arab  horse :  of  matchless  beauty  and 

Intelligence:  responding  at  a  word 

In  the  performance  of  some  wondrous  trick, 

As  if  he  understood  his  master’s  speech  : 
Exhibiting  a  correspondence  ’twixt 
The  brains  of  horse  and  man  most  marvelous ! 
And  then  the  elephant :  surpassing  both 
The  dogs  and  horse  in  ap-  and  comprehension  : 
Possessing  seemingly  a  mountain  mind 
Proportionate  unto  its  mountain  mass  ! 


The  clown’s  song:  echoing  in  snatches  for 
A  month  or  so  thereafter  in  the  town  ; 

The  oriental  juggler  :  throwing, bafts 

And  knives,  revolving  plates,  and  swallowing 

A  gleaming  sword-blade  half  a  yard  in  length  ! 


The  crowning  glory  of  the  circus,  then, 
Placarded  Daniel  in  the  Lions’  Den : 

The  Sampson  of  an  hour  or  so  ago 
Appearing  in  another  Hebrew  role: 

In  a  star-spangled  suit,  with  whip  in  hand, 
Enclosing  him  in  a  great  iron  cage 
With  an  old  Lear-like  lion  :  grizzled,  grim  : 
Lashing  the  grating  with  his  tufted  tail, 

And  roaring  sullenly  in  tones  of  thunder; 

A  snarling  lioness  ;  three  half-grown  cubs  ; 
Two  cougars  and  a  pard :  or  crouching  in 
The  corners  or,  like  living  lightning-bolts, 
Leaping  from  one  end  to  the  other  of 
The  quiv’ring  cage  above  the  lions’  backs ! 

0  thrilling,  breath-held  wonder  and  delight! 
To  see  the  fearless  man  strike  right  and  left 
And  the  ferocious  beasts  leap  with  the  lash, 

As  if  they  were  so  many  curs  and  cats ! 

Until,  the  wild  scene  ending  with  a  shot 
From  a  revolver — two,  three,  four,  five,  six  ! — 
The  unscathed  man  takes  in  his  naked  hands 
The  jaws  of  the  old  lion,  opes  his  mouth, 

And  bending  forward  puts  his  head  between 
The  ragged  rows  of  the  dread  monster’s  teeth  ! 
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The  trick  mule,  then :  contrasting  with  the  last 
As  farce  with  tragedy  upon  the  stage : 

The  mule,  amid  the  most  hilarious  laughter, 
Dismounting  all  attempting  to  retain 
A  seat  upon  it  thrice  around  the  ring ; 

Until,  a  showman  in  a  mossback’s  garb, 

Descends  from  one  of  the  top  seats  among 
The  wond’ring  throng,  and  lapping  his  lithe  legs 
Around  the  neck,  and  clasping  his  strong  hands 
Beneath  the  belly  of  the  kicking  beast, 

Succeeds  :  to  win,  if  not  the  clown’s  reward, 

The  plaudits  of  the  well-pleased  multitude  ! 


Succeeding  this,  the  supplemental  show, 

With  song  and  dance,  and  Irish,  German,  French, 
An  Ethiopian  impersonations ; 

Concluding  with  the  sousing  seating  of 
The  barber’s  victim  in  a  tub  of  lather ! 


And  then  the  homeward  tramp  :  reluctantly  : 
Tired  :  hungry  :  naught  since  breakfast  save  a  bal  1 
Of  popcorn,  half  a  pint  of  peanuts,  two 
Green  apples,  and  a  glass  of  lemonade  : 

With  troubling  thoughts  of  errands  not  yet  run : 
The  penalty  of  playing  hook  from  school : 

The  oven-wood  uncut :  and  cows  afield  : 

With  visions,  too,  of  stern  paternal  frowns 
And  straps  descending  ’mid  imploring  prayers ! 


The  entering  the  house  at  dusk  unseen ; 
And  oh  !  the  jov  to  find  the  father  gone 
To  see  at  night  the  wondrous  show  himself! 
The  cupboard  then  :  and  happily,  therein, 

The  well-filled  platter  of  a  mother’s  care. 

The  appetite  :  was  ever  food  so  sweet  ? 

Until,  the  maw  filled  to  satiety, 

The  sinking  into  sleep  within  the  chair. 

The  half-awakening  when  put  to  bed ; 

The  blank ;  and  in  the  dreaming  of  the  morn, 

The  vague  appreciation  of  the  fact 

The  first  show  marks  an  epoch  in  man’s  life ! 
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And  wherefore  not?  Delighting  as  it  does 
The  ear  :  with  the  compounding  of  the  sounds 
Of  well-attuned  and  rhythmic  instruments, 
Imparting  to  the  heart  responsive  throbs  ; 

Of  roaring  rounds  of  sympathetic  mirth, 
Involving  in  their  vortex  one  and  all ; 

Of  farland  screaming  birds  and  roaring  beasts, 
Exciting  mingled  wonderment  and  dread  ; 

The  eye  :  with  a  succession  of  fair  scenes, 

Filled  with  symmetric  shapes,  harmonious  hues, 
The  grace  of  motion  and  the  skill  of  art, 

The  beautiful,  the  marvelous,  the  strange, 

In  an  infinity  of  happy  forms ; 

Creating  new  sensations  and  diverse  ; 

Awaking  new  emotions  and  intense  ; 

Involving  new  ideas  and  distinct ; 

Expanding  and  exalting  to  a  point 
Ne’er  reach  before  by  the  involving  boy ! 


Faustina. 


Returning  to  my  intermontane  lodge, 

Hark  !  a  reiterated  hacking  cough, 

’Twixt  short  and  shallow  breathings  and  deep 
sighs : 

Like  the  recurring  foam-capped  crests  amid 
The  waves  and  wellings  of  a  troubled  sea ; 

And  lo  !  the  source  of  the  assailing  sounds, 
Faustina,  the  doomed  idol  of  my  heart ! 

Before  a  mirror  with  her  hair  unbound ; 

In  her  right  hand,  an  ivory  ridding-comb  ; 

And  in  her  lap,  a  silk-lined  basket,  filled 
With  the  accumulated  combings  of 
The  golden  glory  of  her  holy  head  : 

A  sleave  of  infinite  entanglement : 

Involving  all  the  causes  of  Decay 
Within  the  world  of  Appalachia 
And  the  assumptive  universe  without. 


TO  BE  CONTINUED ,  D.  V. 


